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Be  Kind  to  Yourself 

Chapter  I 

WHATEVER  HAPPENS 

Small  boys,  as  everyone  knows,  carry  In  their 
pockets  surprising  quantities  of  what  grown-ups 
designate  as  junk.  Marbles,  nails,  string,  tops, 
stones,  bits  of  metal  and  other  items  constitute 
their  collections.  When  I  was  growing  up  on  the 
outskirts  of  Salt  Lake  City  my  pockets  bulged 
with  objects  the  total  money  value  of  which  was 
exactly  nothing.  But  to  me  those  objects  had 
real  value.  I  toted  them  around,  fought  for  them, 
played  with  them,  swapped  them  for  others 
equally  as  meaningless  to  my  elders. 

In  the  course  of  years  I  grew  out  of  the  habit 
of  cramming  my  pockets  with  miscellany.  I  for- 
got that  I  ever  had  done  so  and  never,  until  re- 
cently, did  I  give  the  outgrown  habit  a  passing 
thought.  Naturally  it  was  a  small  boy  who 
brought  the  custom  into  my  consciousness  afresh. 
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I  saw  him  unloading  the  pockets  of  one  pair  of 
pants  and  loading  those  of  another  which  he  was 
preparing  to  put  on,  and  I  asked: 

"What  do  you  carry  all  that  stuff  around  for?" 

"Fm  going  off  to  spend  the  day,"  he  replied, 
and  the  answer  seemed  to  satisfy  him,  even  if  it 
did  leave  me  as  much  in  the  dark  as  ever. 

"But  tell  me,  what's  spending  the  day  away 
from  home  got  to  do  with  all  those  things  you 
are  packing  into  your  pants?" 

The  little  fellow  looked  at  me  with  that  ex- 
pression of  bored  toleration  children  sometimes 
manifest  toward  their  elders  who  cannot  seem  to 
understand  even  the  simplest  matters. 

"Well,"  he  explained,  "I  don't  know  what's  go- 
ing to  happen  after  I  get  there.  Maybe  we'll  play 
one  thing,  or  maybe  something  else,  and  I'm  go- 
ing to  be  all  fixed  up  to  have  a  good  time  what- 
ever happens." 

I  was  answered,  completely,  satisfactorily  and 
profoundly  answered,  and  the  answer  started  in 
my  mind  a  train  of  thought  that  still  is  running. 
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"Pm  going  to  be  all  fixed  up  to  have  a  good 
time  whatever  happens." 

Turn  that  over  in  your  mind.  Explore  the 
child's  philosophy  from  all  approaches.  Apply 
it  to  the  situation  in  which  you  find  yourself. 
Apply  it  to  your  daily  life.  That  is  exactly  what 
I  have  been  trying  to  do  for  ten  years  or  more, 
and  the  rewards  have  been  great.  Of  course  I 
broadened,  as  you  will  broaden,  the  definition  of 
a  good  time.  To  you,  to  me,  to  all  adults  a  good 
time  implies  vastly  more  than  an  afternoon  at 
play.  When  you  ask  a  friend  whom  you  have  not 
seen  in  weeks  or  months,  "Are  you  having  a  good 
time?"  usually  you  mean  to  ask  him  if  he  is  liking 
life  in  general,  without  specific  reference  to  any 
short  period.  When  I  tell  you  that  I  am  having 
a  good  time,  I  mean  that  I  am  finding  life  satis- 
factory, exciting,  challenging,  full  of  romance. 
The  reason  is  that  I  have  filled  the  pockets  of  my 
mind  with  thoughts  that  equip  me  to  have  a 
good  time,  no  matter  what  happens.  That  is  a 
broad  statement,  but  I  believe  it  to  be  true. 
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Years  ago  the  pockets  of  my  mind  were 
crammed  with  doubts  and  fears,  with  all  manner 
of  destructive  rubbish,  including  envy  and  self- 
pity.  In  those  days  I  was  fixed  up  to  have  a  poor 
time,  no  matter  what  happened.  I  was  a  nega- 
tive person,  completely  the  victim  of  emotional 
anarchy,  and  deeply  unhappy.  But  I  had 
strength  enough  left — and  for  this  I  thank  God 
daily — to  shake  out  from  my  mind  all  those 
thoughts  that  were  hurrying  me  to  destruction, 
to  cleanse  my  heart  of  envy  and  hate.  To  con- 
tinue the  figure  of  speech  suggested  by  the  little 
boy,  I  emptied  the  pockets  of  my  mind  and  re- 
filled them  with  the  most  valuable  possessions  in 
the  world:  love,  faith  and  right-thinking. 

In  my  previous  books,  A  Fortune  to  Share, 
Let's  Start  Over  Again,  No  Thank  You  and  The 
Go-Giver,  that  story  has  been  told.  Reduced  to 
a  few  words  it  is  this:  I  went  through  the  ex- 
perience of  being  born  again,  spiritually  and  in- 
tellectually, became  a  positive  instead  of  a 
negative   person,   substituted    faith   for   doubt, 
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courage  for  fear,  action  for  procrastination,  love 
for  hate.  In  the  sphere  of  my  own  inner  being 
I  became  a  dictator,  banishing  the  old  mob  of  dis- 
orderly emotions. 

Here  is  a  sample  of  the  manner  in  which  my 
new  outlook  on  life  works  in  actual  practice. 
Recently  I  left  New  York  for  the  Southwest  on 
a  lecture  tour.  When  I  boarded  the  train,  antici- 
pating a  good  night's  rest,  I  discovered  that  a 
woman  with  an  ailing  baby  occupied  the  berth 
directly  opposite  mine.  The  baby  ailed  most  of 
the  night  and  was  at  it  again  very  early  in  the 
morning,  with  the  result  that  I  had  little  sleep. 

At  my  first  stop,  Knoxville,  Tennessee,  I  ran 
into  a  football  crowd  and  waited  at  the  railroad 
station  for  twenty  minutes  for  a  cab.  When  I 
finally  got  one  the  driver  attempted  to  make  a 
short  cut  over  a  railroad  crossing — and  we  were 
held  up  for  ten  minutes  by  a  slow-moving  freight 
train. 

On  arriving  at  the  hotel  I  found  a  long  line  at 
the  registration  desk  and  when  I  finally  landed 
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in  my  room  it  proved  to  be  in  great  disorder  be- 
cause some  very  careless  persons  had  just  va- 
cated it. 

Now  I  know  individuals  who  would  have  ar- 
rived in  that  room  "fit  to  be  tied."  I  arrived 
there  fresh  as  a  daisy  and  the  reason  is  simple.  I 
have  learned  to  value  my  happiness  too  much  to 
be  upset  by  trifles.  When  I  go  off  on  a  trip  I  pro- 
tect myself  in  advance  against  just  such  occur- 
rences. I  say  to  myself  something  like  this:  "Now 
listen,  you  are  going  out  into  the  highways  and 
byways  of  life  and  probably  you  will  not  find 
things  quite  so  comfortable  as  you  have  them  at 
home.  Remember  to  act  like  a  grown-up  and  not 
like  a  spoiled  child.  Don't  let  trifles  get  your 
goat." 

Believe  it  or  not,  this  simple  formula  works. 
Instead  of  feeling  sorry  for  myself  and  giving  way 
to  irritability,  annoyance  and  anger,  I  have 
learned  to  do  something  far  more  constructive 
and  beneficial.  On  the  train,  for  instance,  I  felt 
genuinely  sorry  for  that  mother  who  was  having 
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a  very  trying  time  with  her  ailing  babe.  At  the 
railroad  station,  I  honestly  rejoiced  over  the  fact 
that  the  taxicab  drivers  were  getting  a  break  and 
had  more  business  than  they  could  take  care  of. 
At  the  hotel  I  was  greatly  encouraged  to  see  such 
a  long  line  of  people  waiting  to  register  because 
that  meant  that  things  were  on  the  "up  and  up." 
And  when  I  got  to  my  room  and  beheld  its  dis- 
order I  really  had  some  fun  proving  to  myself 
that  a  disorderly  room  was  powerless  to  create  a 
disorderly  condition  within  me.  This  is  what  I 
mean  by  being  kind  to  yourself — not  becoming 
upset  over  trifles. 

There  is  no  man  alive  who  knows  what  will 
happen  in  the  course  of  the  next  few  years.  There 
is  no  man  alive  who  knows  what  will  happen  in 
the  course  of  the  next  few  months,  or  weeks,  or 
days,  or  hours  or  minutes.  One  says  we  are  on 
our  way  up  to  a  finer  national  life  than  we  ever 
have  known,  and  he  is  sincere.  Another  declares 
we  are  headed  for  national  disaster,  and  he,  too,  is 
honest.     Both  are  expressing  opinions  that  only 
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time  can  prove  to  be  correct  or  incorrect.  The 
element  of  doubt  in  all  political  predictions  is,  at 
the  moment,  intensified  by  the  fact  that  America 
is  passing  through  new  adventures,  the  outcome 
of  which  cannot  be  foretold  in  the  light  of  pre- 
vious and  dissimilar  adventures. 

Politics,  I  not  only  confess  but  loudly  declare, 
has  never  been  a  major  pursuit  of  mine.  Of 
course,  I  am  interested.  No  alert  person  could 
live  in  such  stirring  times  and  fail  to  be  interested. 
Also  I  recognize  the  obligation  resting  upon  me 
to  be  as  well-informed  as  possible  and  to  make  a 
choice  when  voting  time  arrives.  I,  in  common 
with  some  forty  million  other  voters,  am  respon- 
sible for  what  goes  on  in  the  United  States;  a 
divided  responsibility,  but  a  real  one  none  the 
less,  despite  the  tiny  degree  of  control  entrusted 
to  me.  But  there  is  a  field  of  operation  in  which 
responsibility  is  entirely  mine  and  in  which  I  can 
and  must  exercise  almost  complete  control.  It 
is  up  to  me,  and  to  me  alone,  to  determine  what 
goes  on  inside  of  Vash  Young.     However  little 
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I  can  do  about  big  things  in  the  world  at  large, 
there  is  a  whole  lot  I  can  do  about  one  little  thing, 
and  that  little  thing  is  vie. 

Shall  I  wait  for  something  to  happen  that  may 
be  of  value  to  me,  or  shall  I  strike  out  and  make 
something  happen  the  way  I  wish  it  to  happen? 
On  that  issue  I  cast  the  only  and  deciding  vote. 

Shall  I  permit  my  thinking  to  run  in  gloomy 
channels,  or  shall  I  keep  it  bright  and  active  and 
fruitful?  Here,  again,  I  cast  the  only  and  the 
deciding  vote. 

Shall  I  think  only  of  myself,  seeking  always 
my  own  advantage,  or  shall  I  think  of  myself  as 
a  servant  of  others?    The  deciding  vote  is  mine. 

Shall  I  be  pleasant  around  my  home,  leaving 
such  problems  as  I  have  outside,  or  shall  I  bring 
them  home  with  me  and  make  my  wife  less  happy 
by  unloading  them  upon  her?  My  own  vote  will 
decide. 

And  so  on  through  an  endless  list  of  personal 
issues.  Always,  in  anything  pertaining  to  me, 
individually,  I  have  a  choice:   I  can  make  the  best 
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of  it,  or  fail  to  make* the  best  of  it.  That,  to  me, 
is  one  of  the  great,  glorious,  challenging  facts  of 
life.  Whatever  happens  my  life  within  still  re- 
mains under  my  own  direct  control. 


There  were  five  of  us  eating  lunch  together 
and — yes,  you  are  right — we  were  discussing 
political  issues  and  trends.  The  man  on  my  right 
was  convinced  we  are  drifting  toward  Com- 
munism, or  hurrying  toward  it,  and  as  a  result 
of  what  he  thinks  to  be  the  situation,  he  was 
genuinely  discouraged.  I  told  him  I  disagreed 
with  him  on  two  counts.  First,  I  do  not  think 
America  will  become  Communistic.  Second,  no 
matter  what  happens,  his  own  personal  attitude 
is  wrong. 

"Tell  me,"  he  flared,  "what  will  become  of  you 
and  all  the  rest  of  you  life  insurance  people,  and 
of  your  companies  if  we  do  go  Red?'* 

"I  do  not  know,"  I  answered. 

"You'd  be  ruined,  wouldn't  you?" 
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"I  wouldn't  be  ruined,"  I  said. 

"Why  not?" 

"Well,  for  one  thing,  no  political  philosophy  or 
economic  philosophy  can  change  human  nature. 
If  Communism  comes,  my  guess  is  that  some  of 
us  will  keep  on  being  a  whole  lot  happier  than 
some  of  the  rest  of  us,  and  the  explanation  will  be 
the  same  as  it  is  right  now." 

"What's  that?" 

"Our  attitude  toward  life." 

"You  mean  to  say  you  would  take  Communism 
sitting  down?  You  do  not  think  it  matters 
much?" 

"I  haven't  said  anything  that  even  sounded  like 
that,"  I  answered.  "No,  I'll  fight  against  Com- 
munism. I'll  fight  to  maintain  what  we  always 
have  had,  a  representative  form  of  government 
and  an  economic  system  that  permits  each  man 
to  take  a  shot  at  what  he  thinks  he  can  do  best. 
The  point  I'm  trying  to  make  is  purely  personal 
and  individual  in  its  application.  There  is  not 
any  form  of  government  that  can  take  from  me 
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the  power  to  control  my  own  thinking,  my  own 
attitude  toward  conditions  and  people  around  me. 
There  is  no  form  of  government  that  can  cram 
me  full  of  hate  and  doubt  and  fear  and  greed,  and 
so  make  me  unhappy.  I  am  the  doorkeeper  of 
my  mind.  It  is  I  who  let  certain  thoughts  in,  and 
shut  others  out.  That's  why  I  believe  that,  what- 
ever happens,  I  can  be  reasonably  happy." 

"But  suppose  we  have  inflation,"  broke  in  the 
man  across  the  table.  "Suppose  we  have  wild 
inflation  and  all  values  are  wiped  out.  What 
then?" 

"Values,  the  only  values  that  count  for  much 
in  spiritual  life,  therefore  in  real  life,  can't  be 
wiped  out  by  inflation  or  anything  else,"  I 
answered.  "Inflation  can't  abolish  love,  or  the 
will  to  serve,  or  courage." 

"But  it  surely  could  play  havoc  with  business 
equities,"  remarked  the  man  to  my  left. 

"You  bet!"  I  agreed.  "And  I  hope  we  never 
have  any  wild  inflation." 

"But  if  we  do,"  said  the  man  who  had  not 
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spoken  up  to  now,  "I  suppose  you  will  keep  right 
on  smiling  and  saying  everything  is  going  to  be 
all  right." 

"Exactly.  But  I'll  stir  around  faster  than  I 
ever  stirred  before  to  do  my  part  toward  making 
things  come  out  right." 

Said  the  man  on  my  right:  "The  difference  be- 
tween you  and  the  rest  of  us,  Vash,  is  that  you 
don't  deal  with  facts  as  they  are.  Because  you 
are  prosperous,  you  always  see  things  in  a  nice, 
bright  light." 

"Now  you  have  opened  up  something,"  I  said. 
"I  don't  deal  with  facts  as  they  are?  What  a 
statement!  I'm  the  only  man  at  this  table  who  is 
dealing  with  facts  as  they  are.  The  rest  of  you 
are  trying  to  deal  with  imaginary  facts  as  you 
fear  they  some  day  will  be.  The  present  is  all 
right,  isn't  it?  You  admit  that.  Well,  I'm  living 
in  the  present.  My  job  is  to  make  the  most  of 
now.    I'm  the  only  realist  in  the  lot." 

"But  you  will  admit,  won't  you,  that  your  at- 
titude is  due  largely  to  your  prosperity?" 
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'Til  use  the  same  words,"  I  answered,  "and 
admit  something  very  different.  I'll  admit  that 
my  prosperity,  as  you  call  it,  is  due  to  my  at- 
titude." 

And  that,  I  truly  believe,  is  a  fact.  Years  ago 
I  had  the  same  capacities  I  now  possess,  but  I  was 
a  downhearted  failure.  Never  have  I  had  more 
than  average  ability.  Every  day  I  meet  with  men 
who  can  get  the  better  of  me  in  any  intellectual 
discussion.  Every  day  I  see  men  who  can  work 
as  many  hours  as  I  can,  or  more.  But  in  my  busi- 
ness, writing  insurance,  often  I  achieve  more  than 
some  of  them.  What  is  the  explanation?  I  can- 
not account  for  the  fact  except  on  the  basis  of 
my  attitude  toward  life.  I  go  out  with  the  firm 
intention  of  doing  something  for  the  other  fel- 
low. I  do  not  permit  my  thinking  to  get  all 
messed  up  with  doubts  and  fears.  Deep  in  my 
heart  I  rejoice  at  success  won  by  others. 

One  evening  last  week  I  was  reading  at  ran- 
dom, when  I  came  upon  a  statement  attributed 
to  Confucius,  a  statement  that  brought  me  to  my 
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feet  in  delight.  It  is  the  most  perfect  presenta- 
tion of  what  so  often  I  have  tried  to  say,  and  so 
long  tried  to  live.    Here  it  is: 

"I  daily  examine  myself  in  a  threefold  manner: 
in  my  transactions  with  men,  if  I  am  upright;  in 
my  intercourse  with  friends,  if  I  am  faithful ;  and 
whether  I  illustrate  the  teachings  of  my  master 
in  my  conduct." 

Twenty-five  hundred  years  ago  that  beautiful 
philosophy,  that  fine  pattern  for  conduct  was 
presented.  Scores,  hundreds,  thousands  of  times 
in  the  years  intervening  it  has  been  re-presented. 
What  a  dumb  fellow  I  was  to  waste  so  many  years 
of  my  life  before  discovering  it! 
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Chapter  II 

A  FRIDAY  NIGHT  BATTLE 

Not  for  years  have  I  been  in  higher  spirits  than 
I  was  one  Friday  afternoon  a  short  while  ago. 
The  week  had  been  full  of  delights.  A  pal  whom 
I  had  not  seen  in  months  had  come  to  town  and 
spent  many  hours  with  me.  In  the  course  of  my 
work  I  had  met  a  number  of  interesting  persons, 
and  started  at  least  two  acquaintances  that 
promised  to  develop  into  friendships.  The 
weather  had  been  perfect  for  days  and  everyone 
with  whom  I  talked  seemed  buoyed  up  and  con- 
fident, therefore  business  had  been  lively.  As  a 
thrilling  climax  to  all  this  a  client  of  mine  who 
lives  in  Chicago  had  agreed  to  accept,  through 
me,  a  one-hundred-thousand-dollar  Single  Pre- 
mium Annuity  insurance  policy.  He  would  pay 
that  sum  of  money,  all  at  one  time,  to  an  insurance 
company,  taking  in  return  a  stipulated  income 
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for  as  long  as  he  should  live,  with  an  additional 
guarantee  that,  in  case  he  died  before  the  money 
all  came  back  to  him  in  monthly  checks,  the 
balance  would  go  to  his  heirs. 

You  can  imagine  how  hard  I  had  worked  to 
land  that  business.  Such  policies  are  not  written 
every  week,  or  every  month,  or  even  every  year. 
Letters,  telegrams,  long-distance  calls  had  been 
frequent.  I  had  proceeded  with  great  care,  for 
I  very  much  wished  to  place  the  policy.  It  would 
mean,  for  my  client,  the  satisfaction  of  an  as- 
sured income;  for  me,  a  neat  commission.  At 
one  time  in  the  course  of  negotiations  he  asked 
that  I  obtain  for  him  an  alternate  policy  from 
a  company  other  than  the  one  I  represent,  so  that 
he  might  compare  them.  Of  course,  I  was  glad 
to  grant  the  request.  Which  policy  would  he 
accept?  That  was  the  only  question  now  to  be 
answered. 

Naturally,  in  view  of  all  the  fine  happenings 
of  the  week,  I  was  feeling  fit,  absolutely  fit,  and 
in  my  mind  plans  for  a  merry  holiday  were  taking 
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shape.  Mrs.  Young  and  I  would  give  a  party,  go 
off  somewhere,  do  anything  our  fancies  dictated 
to  celebrate  the  end  of  a  perfect  week. 

As  I  left  the  office  I  took  with  me  a  copy  of 
my  first  book,  A  Fortune  to  Share,  intending  to 
leave  it  with  a  friend  for  whom  I  had  autographed 
it.  When  I  entered  the  elevator  at  the  seventeenth 
floor  there  was  but  one  other  passenger,  a  man  I 
never  before  had  seen.  He  glanced  at  the  book 
under  my  arm. 

"A  Fortune  to  Share,  eh?" 

"That's  right/'  I  replied. 

"Well,"  said  the  stranger,  "I  hope  you  get  some 
of  it  after  reading  the  book." 

"I've  already  got  it." 

"Got  what?"  he  asked  in  some  surprise. 

"A  fortune." 

"Oh,  you  are  one  of  the  lucky  rich,  are  you? 
Plenty  of  money,  two  cars  in  the  garage  and  all 
that  kind  of  thing.    I  envy  you.  .  .  ." 

The  elevator  stopped  at  the  ground  floor.  The 
stranger  stepped  out  and  I  quickly  behind  him, 
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intending  to  explain  to  him  what  I  had  meant  by 
claiming  to  have  a  fortune,  but  he  moved  ahead 
and  was  lost  in  the  late  afternoon  river  of  humans 
flowing  along  Forty-second  Street.  I  hailed  a 
cab  and  went  home. 

"How  was  everything  today?"  asked  Mrs. 
Young.    "As  fine  as  ever?" 

"Finer !"  I  answered. 

We  had  dinner,  listened  to  some  music  and  be- 
gan discussing  plans  for  Saturday  and  Sunday. 
The  telephone  bell  sounded.  The  call  was  from 
Chicago,  and  for  me.  I  wondered  why,  but  no 
sooner  did  I  recognize  the  voice  of  my  client  than 
I  guessed  something  had  gone  askew.  His  tone 
was  too  apologetic  for  my  comfort,  too  uncer- 
tain. He  said  he  was  sorry  to  bother  me  at  my 
home,  and  particularly  he  regretted  spoiling  a 
week-end  for  me,  but  he  must  get  the  matter  off 
his  mind.  His  advisers  had  urged  him  not  to  take 
an  annuity  policy,  suggesting  that  some  other 
investment  might  yield  him  a  greater  return. 

"I  do  not  understand  insurance,"  he  said,  "but 
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my  advisers  have  been  studying  it  since  my  talks 
with  you,  and  they  have  convinced  me  that  I 
should  not  go  through  with  the  transaction.  I 
do  hope  you  will  forgive  me  for  all  the  trouble 
I've  caused  you  and  for  this  disappointing  end 
of  the  dealings  we  have  had." 

"Don't  bother  about  me,"  I  said,  but  I  did  not 
pursue  the  discussion.  Jarred  though  I  was,  I  had 
wits  enough  left  to  know  better  than  to  argue 
with  a  man  who  was  paying  the  long-distance  toll 
charge.  All  I  asked  was  the  privilege  of  seeing 
him  soon.  He  agreed  readily,  said  he  would  be 
in  New  York  the  following  Monday  and  suggested 
that  I  call  at  his  hotel  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  fore- 
noon. He  seemed  relieved  that  I  had  not  com- 
batted  his  action. 

You  will  agree,  I  think,  that  my  week-end  was 
in  a  fair  way  to  be  spoiled,  especially  if  you  are 
a  salesman  living  on  commissions  and  with  a 
reputation  for  carrying  through  the  things  you 
start.  I  had  given  the  companies  issuing  the  two 
policies  rather  positive  assurance  that  one  or  the 
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other  would  be  accepted.  One  of  my  rules  Is  to 
refrain  from  saying  anything  about  a  sale  until 
it  is  sewed  up.  This  one  was  so  certain,  in  my 
mind,  that  I  had  abandoned  my  own  rule,  for 
once,  and  indulged  in  a  little  talking.  It  would 
not  be  so  pleasant,  after  all  that,  to  return  the 
policies.  Nor  was  the  loss  of  the  commission  any 
joke  to  me. 

"You  are  not  going  to  let  a  thing  like  that  de- 
press you,  surely,"  said  Mrs.  Young. 

"No,"  I  replied,  "I  am  not!  And  what's  more, 
I  intend  to  turn  this  experience  into  one  of  the 
most  valuable  I  have  had.  This  very  afternoon 
I  told  a  stranger  I  had  a  fortune.  Now  I'll  prove 
that  to  be  true,  to  myself." 

The  fight  was  not  easily  won,  but  it  was  won. 
Everytime  a  vagrant  suggestion  of  chagrin  or 
disappointment  tried  to  gain  admittance  to  my 
mind,  I  would  say  to  myself,  "You  have  plenty 
to  live  on,  more  than  most  people  have,  yet  you 
are  no  more  deserving  than  others.  You  would 
be  a  cad  to  kick  just  because  one  deal  falls  through. 
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There  are  plenty  of  other  prospects  for  big 
policies.  You  have  written  some  big  ones  in  the 
past  and  you  can  write  big  ones  in  the  future, 
for  you  still  have  health,  energy,  the  will  to  work 
and  serve.  What's  the  excuse  for  letting  a  little 
thing  like  the  loss  of  money  destroy  a  big  thing 
like  a  pleasant  week-end?"  So  the  battle  started, 
a  strong  fight  between  negative  and  positive  emo- 
tions, between  the  kind  of  thoughts  that  destroy 
and  the  kind  that  create  and  make  for  progress. 

Within  an  hour  I  was  having  a  good  time,  ac- 
tually enjoying  the  wrestle  with  the  intangible 
gangsters  of  the  emotions — disappointment,  self- 
condemnation,  self-pity,  thoughts  of  lost  com- 
missions, time  wasted,  work  poorly  done. 

Suddenly  and  without  warning  events  had 
challenged  me  to  re-assert  dominion  over  my  own 
feelings,  my  own  thought  stream.  Events  had 
challenged  me  to  prove  that  I  meant  what  I  have 
said  in  my  books,  and  from  scores  of  lecture  plat- 
forms, what  I  had  said  only  a  few  hours  earlier 
to  a  stranger  in  an  elevator.    Would  I  permit  my- 
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self  to  become  the  victim  of  defeat,  or  would  I 
win  a  victory  worth  far  more  than  any  commis- 
sion? Would  I  revert  to  the  old  Vash  Young  who 
long  years  before  had  been  whipped  to  a  frazzle  by 
envy,  disappointment,  chaotic  emotions  and  bad 
habits? 

Before  the  evening  was  spent  I  came  up  glow- 
ing with  happiness.  It  is  stimulating  to  make  a 
sale,  but  a  thousand  times  more  stimulating  to 
chase  disastrous  thoughts  from  your  mind.  They, 
not  lost  business,  are  the  real  enemies  of  happiness 
and  of  effectiveness  and  of  achievement. 

The  Saturday  and  Sunday  following  the  call 
from  Chicago  were  the  best  of  the  year  for  me. 
That  is  the  literal  truth.  For  months  things  had 
been  running  smoothly  for  me.  I  needed  a  new 
battle  in  order  to  develop  new  strength.  I  needed 
to  be  tested  again  in  order  to  refresh  confidence 
in  my  ability  to  govern  my  own  inner  life. 
"When  the  fight  begins  within  himself,  a  man's 
worth  something,"  says  Browning.  "It  is  the 
critical    moment    that   shows    the    man,"    says 
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Epictetus.  "So  when  the  crisis  is  upon  you,  re- 
member that  God,  like  a  trainer  of  wrestlers, 
has  matched  you  with  a  rough  and  stalwart  an- 
tagonist. .  .  .  That  you  may  prove  the  victor  at 
the  Great  Games.  Yet  without  toil  and  sweat 
this  may  not  be!" 

Monday  morning  I  awoke  with  a  feeling  of 
graciousness  toward  my  Chicago  client  because 
he  had  been  instrumental  in  making  me  fi^ht, 
therefore  in  giving  me  a  chance  to  win.  Sup- 
pose that  call  had  not  come?  The  week-end 
would  have  been  delightful,  but  undistinguished 
from  many  another.  Now  it  was  a  time  to  be 
looked  back  upon  with  reassuring  pride.  In- 
stead of  being  listed  in  memory  as  the  week-end 
in  the  course  of  which  I  made  some  money,  it  is 
forever  the  week-end  in  the  course  of  which  I 
grew,  mentally  and  spiritually. 

I  set  out  for  my  office  accompanied  by  the  best 
friends  I  have,  friends  won  by  long  effort,  friends 
whose  loyalty  once  more  had  been  tested  and 
found  not  wanting — an  abiding  s^nse  of  grati- 
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tude,  fearlessness,  peace  of  mind,  confidence  in 
my  ability  to  reflect  in  my  conduct  the  attributes 
of  God,  boundless  faith  in  God  and  in  His  good- 
ness and  generosity  to  all  who  seek  earnestly  and 
endlessly  to  obey  His  Laws,  to  walk  with  Him, 
and  be  as  much  like  Him  as  our  frailties  will  per- 
mit. I  was  determined  to  meet  my  Chicago  ac- 
quaintance cheerily,  to  make  it  easy  for  him  to 
explain  why  he  did  not  now  wish  the  policy,  pro- 
vided he  still  were  of  that  mind.  But  I  was  de- 
termined, also,  to  re-state  the  case  to  him.  Not 
my  case,  but  his  case.  By  now  I  had  closed  the 
pockets  of  my  mind  to  all  thoughts  of  financial 
gain.  The  idea  uppermost  in  my  mind  as  ten 
o'clock  came  on  was  that  I  still  had  a  chance  to 
persuade  a  man  to  do  something  that  would  re- 
sult in  peace  and  contentment  for  him.  He  was 
well  able  to  buy  an  annuity.  He  had  done  much 
worrying  over  the  imagined  prospect  of  reaching 
old  age  without  anything  left  to  live  on.  Well, 
here  was  a  way  for  him  to  escape  such  a  fear. 
Permit  me,  please,  to  give  just  one  more  quotation 
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from  that  vastly  great  old  Chinese,  Confucius: 
"If  I  am  building  a  mountain,"  we  read  in  his 
sayings,  "and  stop  before  the  last  basketful  of 
earth  is  placed  on  the  summit,  I  have  failed  of 
my  work.  But  if  I  have  placed  but  one  basket- 
ful on  the  plain,  and  go  on,  I  am  really  building 
a  mountain." 

At  exactly  ten  o'clock  I  knocked  upon  my  ex- 
client's  door.  He  greeted  me  cordially  but,  it 
seemed  to  me,  with  some  embarrassment.  My 
first  thought  was  to  put  him  at  ease. 

"I'm  sorry,  Mr.  Young,"  he  began. 

"Sorry  about  what?" 

"All  the  unrewarded  work  I  have  caused  you 
to  do  and  all  the  disappointment  I've  dumped 
on  you." 

"I  would  have  been  working  at  something  any- 
way," I  assured  him,  "and  as  to  disappointment, 
there  is  not  a  trace  of  it  in  my  feelings.  You  have 
done  more  for  me  than  I  can  do  for  you." 

That  remark,  of  course,  called  for  some  elabo- 
ration.   We  talked  for  quite  a  while,  about  it  and 
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about  other  ideas,  before  working  around  to  the 
matter  of  the  annuity.  Once  he  opened  the  way 
for  me  to  discuss  insurance  with  him,  I  was  on 
familiar  ground.  The  objections  raised  by  his 
advisers,  as  he  stated  them  to  me,  were  not  well 
founded.  I  know  insurance  better  than  they  do, 
for  they  are  not  insurance  men.  Therefore  it 
was  possible  for  me  to  show  where  they  had  gone 
wrong  in  their  interpretations  of  the  proposed 
annuity  policy.  He  seemed  impressed,  so  I  drove 
ahead  with  my  statement  of  his  case  and  with  my 
defense  of  the  kind  of  insurance  I  always  had 
been  convinced  was  best  for  him. 

"Suppose,"  he  said,  "I  were  to  agree  to  buy  a 
policy,  which  of  the  two  before  us  would  you 
advise  me  to  take?" 

That  very  second  I  decided  upon  a  bold  prop- 
osition. 

"Take  a  firm  hold  of  your  chair,"  I  said,  "and 
I'll  tell  you." 

He  smiled,  seized  the  arms  of  his  chair  and  said, 
"Shoot!" 
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"My  recommendation  is  that  you  take  them 
both!" 

He  laughed  outright. 

"That's  ridiculous!  Do  you  think  I'd  risk  that 
much  in  one  type  of  investment?" 

"Do  you  know  of  anything  any  safer  than 
insurance?"  I  asked. 

"No,  but  who  can  tell  what  will  happen?" 

"Certainly  I  cannot,"  I  answered.  "But  I  do 
know  that  whatever  happens,  insurance  com- 
panies will  last  as  long  as  any  others  and  probably 
a  little  longer.    That's  correct,  isn't  it?" 

"Probably,"  he  admitted.  "Yes,  in  all  likeli- 
hood you  are  right.  In  fact,  I  believe  you  are 
right!" 

It  was  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  when  I  left 
his  room.  Meanwhile  we  had  eaten  a  wonderful 
lunch,  become  fast  friends,  and  he  had  written 
out  two  checks,  each  for  one  hundred  thousand 
dollars! 

Would  that  have  been  the  end  of  the  story  if  I 
had  permitted  negative  thoughts  to  master  me? 
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I  do  not  think  so.  Would  that  have  been  the  re- 
sult if  I  had  entered  his  room  six  hours  earlier 
filled  and  weakened  with  fear,  gummed  up  with 
chagrin,  hampered  by  resentment  of  him? 
Again,  I  do  not  think  so.  Would  those  checks 
have  been  written  if  I  had  gone  to  him  with 
thoughts  of  my  own  commission  uppermost  in 
my  mind?    Probably  not. 

Things  like  that,  you  say,  do  not  happen  to 
you? 

Well,  they  do  happen  to  me  now  and  then. 
That  was  not  the  first  time  I  have  had  such  luck, 
if  you  choose  to  call  it  luck,  and  the  only  explana- 
tion I  can  give  is  to  be  found  in  my  attitude  to- 
ward life  and  people.  Perhaps  I  am  right, 
perhaps  wrong  in  this  analysis,  but  here  is  a  brief 
statement  of  the  facts:  I  go  at  all  problems,  I  go 
at  life,  affirmatively;  I  practice  mastery  over  my 
thoughts  and  feelings;  I  exclude  greed  and  envy 
and  fear  from  my  mind  and,  despite  my  natural 
limitations — for  I  certainly  have  no  more  ability 
than  the  average  man — I  land  enough  business  to 
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provide  my  family  with  all  the  comforts  that 
really  are  needed. 

That  statement  I  make  humbly,  not  boastfully. 
It  grows  not  from  pride,  but  from  an  honest  ef- 
fort to  arrive  at  the  true  explanation  of  why  life 
is,  for  me,  so  rich  and  warm  and  fruitful.  My 
hope  is  that,  in  telling  my  own  adventures  and 
revealing  my  own  thoughts  without  reservation, 
I  may  say  something  that  will  be  useful  to  you 
or  to  somebody. 
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HOW  TO  CREATE  YOUR  OWN  HELL 

At  the  very  outset  in  this  chapter  I  wish  to  con- 
fess inability  to  cover  adequately  the  subject  now 
under  discussion.  The  human  being  seems  pos- 
sessed of  infinite  capacity  to  create  unnecessary 
and  avoidable  trouble  for  himself.  He  can  let  his 
temper  fly  loose  and  thus  bring  about  a  fine  little 
hell.  He  can  permit  indecision  to  misgovern  his 
conduct,  or  fear  to  dominate  his  thoughts,  or 
selfishness  to  direct  his  activities,  or  false  pride 
to  erect  his  standards,  or  envy  to  poison  his  buoy- 
ancy, or  jealousy  to  destroy  his  love;  he  can  be 
puffed  up,  or  easily  cast  down,  or  lazy,  or  gloomy, 
or  he  can  mix  several  of  these  ingredients  of  un- 
happiness  and  be  assured  that  a  state  of  hell  will 
exist  for  him.  On  this  subject  I  can  speak  with 
conviction  because  I  have  tried  so  many  of  the 
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wrong  roads  myself  and  at  the  end  of  every  one 
of  them  I  ran  into  hell. 

Last  summer  a  friend  and  I  planned  a  long  mo- 
tor trip,  but  before  starting  we  studied  maps  to 
learn  which  were  the  best  and  most  direct  routes 
to  our  destination.  We  might,  of  course,  have 
started  off  without  any  plan  whatever,  without 
forethought,  experimented  with  rough  roads, 
bogged  down,  run  into  dead-end  trails,  battered 
the  car,  shattered  our  tempers,  ruined  the  ex- 
cursion. In  place  of  a  pleasant  ride,  we  might 
have  had  a  mess  of  a  time.  But  what  would  have 
been  the  sense  in  that?  There  were  paved  and 
direct  roads;  there  were  unpaved  and  disap- 
pointing roads.  The  first  would  lead  to  our  goal, 
the  second  would  not. 

The  moral  here  is  so  simple  that  I  hesitate  to 
mention  it,  other  than  to  say  that  while  on  the 
journey  the  idea  for  this  chapter  developed  in 
my  mind.  "The  tour  through  life,"  I  said  to 
myself,  "is  somewhat  like  any  other  tour.  The 
roads  are  marked.    We  can  take  our  choice.    We 
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can  approach  the  goal  of  happiness — the  destina- 
tion every  one  of  us  longs  f  or— or  we  can  wander 
about,  constantly  meeting  with  needless  and 
avoidable  trouble." 

Later  in  the  summer  I  was  walking  along  a 
country  road  and  came  upon  a  distressed  motor- 
ist, whose  conduct  fitted  perfectly  into  the  de- 
velopment of  my  thesis.  He  had  been  driving 
swiftly  along  a  sandy  road;  too  swiftly.  His 
car  executed  a  sand  skid,  left  the  road  and  stopped 
off  to  one  side  where  water  had  accumulated.  In 
an  angry  effort  to  get  back  into  the  road  the  driver 
spun  his  wheels,  causing  them  to  sink  into  the 
soft  earth.  Most  of  the  ensuing  talk  by  the 
motorist  I  must  leave  to  your  imagination.  He 
said  bad  luck  always  had  persecuted  him,  that 
here  he  was  in  an  inextricable  situation  and  that, 
within  an  hour,  he  simply  must  be  twenty  miles 
farther  or  miss  an  important  appointment. 
Thus,  the  past,  the  present  and  the  future  were 
included  in  his  anger  and  his  worry.  Mightily 
he  swore  at  them  all. 
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I  am  as  human  as  any  of  you,  therefore  I  make 
no  statement  as  to  what  I  would  have  done  had 
I  been  the  stalled  motorist.  There  was  some  ex- 
cuse for  his  anger.  But  was  anger  doing  him 
any  good?  His  problem  was  simple:  he  must 
get  out  of  there  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  to  do 
so  he  needed  all  his  wits  and  all  his  energy.  In  his 
present  state  of  mind  he  could  not  think  clearly 
and  his  energy  was  being  consumed  in  unplanned 
jerks  and  shoves  and  verbal  explosions. 

A  countryman  came  along  and  freed  the  car 
by  putting  pine  boughs  under  the  rear  wheels, 
thus  giving  them  purchase.  The  operation  was 
quite  simple,  so  simple  the  motorist  undoubtedly 
would  have  thought  of  it  had  he  given  himself 
a  chance  to  think.  He  thanked  his  rescuer  and 
hurried  away  still  swearing  at  his  luck,  probably 
in  plenty  of  time  for  his  engagement  elsewhere, 
but  in  about  as  poor  a  state  of  mind  as  a  man 
could  be.  He  had  unfitted  himself  to  acquit  him- 
self creditably.  To  the  rest  of  us  his  predicament 
had  been  amusing.    To  him  it  should  have  been 
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no  more  than  a  mildly  annoying  adventure.  But 
he  had  assembled  his  imaginary  troubles,  his 
imaginary  bad  luck,  past,  present  and  future,  and 
had  brewed  them  all  over  hot  anger.  He  had 
deprived  himself  of  capacity  for  effective  action 
in  the  present,  the  only  period  of  time  for  which 
he  was  at  the  moment  responsible,  and  the  one 
that,  at  the  moment,  was  of  most  importance  to 
him.  His  conduct  brought  to  mind  a  statement 
made  by  Edward  Everett  Hale:  "We  should  never 
attempt  to  bear  more  than  one  kind  of  trouble  at 
once.  Some  people  bear  three  kinds — all  they 
have  had,  all  they  have  now,  and  all  they  expect 
to  have." 

Reliving  troubles  of  the  past,  concentrating 
the  mind  upon  present  troubles  and  fearing 
trouble  in  the  future — what  a  wonderful  way  to 
create  your  own  private  hell! 

***** 

"Mr.  Young,  do  all  married  couples  quarrel 
pretty  constantly?"  asked  a  visitor  at  one  of  my 
Saturday  morning  trouble  conferences.     (I  de- 
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vote  Saturdays  to  persons  who  wish  to  see  me 
about  their  own  private  problems.) 

"I  hope  not,"  I  answered  "Why  do  you  ask 
such  a  question?" 

"Well,  my  wife  and  I  have  a  head-on  collision 
nearly  every  evening  when  I  return  home.  We 
are  average  and  normal  in  other  ways,  and  I  am 
wondering  if  this  kind  of  thing  is  average  and 
normal,  too." 

They  were  married  six  years  ago,  in  boom 
times,  and  the  young  husband's  salary  then  was 
much  larger  than  it  is  now.  He  and  his  bride 
began  housekeeping  in  an  apartment  more  roomy 
than  necessary  and  set  a  standard  of  spending  that 
was  quite  fancy.  Then  came  the  salary  cuts,  then 
losses  in  the  market.  The  large  apartment  was 
too  costly.  The  young  couple  selected  another 
with  three  rooms — kitchen,  bedroom  and  living 
room.  Then  their  baby  was  born.  Two  adults 
and  one  infant  using  a  bedroom  in  common  is 
not  ideal,  but  neither  is  it  so  terrible.  Many  a 
family  has  been  happy  under  the  same,  or  more 
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difficult  conditions.  But,  for  one  reason  or  an- 
other, or  for  a  combination  of  reasons  this  young 
man  and  this  young  woman  did  not  make  the 
best  of  the  situation;  instead,  they  intensified  the 
inconveniences  of  their  cramped  quarters. 

Here  is  a  typical  scene.  It  is  six  o'clock  in  the 
evening  and  the  baby  in  bed  for  the  night.  Half 
an  hour  later  the  husband  returns  home  from 
town,  pep  all  run  out,  nerves  jangled,  clothes 
rumpled.  He  wants  to  relax  in  a  tub  of  warm 
water,  then  change  into  fresh  clothes,  and  im- 
mediately after  entering  his  house  he  starts  for 
the  bedroom  where  his  clothes  are  hung  and 
through  which  he  must  pass  to  enter  the  bath- 
room. 

"Don't  go  in  there!"  demands  his  wife.  "You'll 
wake  the  baby!" 

"I'm  going  to  take  a  bath  if  it  wakes  every 
baby  in  town!"  he  asserts. 

"You  will  not!"  And  she  gets  between  him 
and  the  bedroom  door.  The  argument  flames. 
Sharp  things  are  said  by  both,  then  he  shoves  his 

45 


BE  KIND  TO  YOURSELF 

wife  aside  and  storms  into  the  bedroom.  She  fol- 
lows, furious  and  in  tears,  throws  herself  across 
the  bed  and  gives  way  completely  to  her  emo- 
tions. 

She  was  tired.  He  was  tired.  She  was  nervous, 
as  a  woman  often  is  after  giving  birth  to  a  child, 
especially  her  first  child.  He  was  nervous,  as 
a  man  usually  is  when  his  business  is  not  satis- 
factory. She  was  doing  more  housework  than 
ever  before.  He  was  doing  more  office  work 
than  ever  before.  At  the  moment,  the  "breaks" 
seemed  to  be  against  them.  Yet,  they  still  had 
more  cash  income  than  the  average  family.  They 
still  had  youth  and  health.  Their  intelligence, 
their  education  had  not  been  taken  away  from 
them;  but  they  were  not  using  either  intelligence 
or  education.  They  were  doing  the  dumbest 
thing  in  the  world — creating  their  own  hell. 
They  were  unkind  to  each  other  and  to  the  baby. 
Therefore,  the  man  was  also  unkind  to  himself 
and  the  woman  to  herself. 

A  spirit  of  adventure,  sportsmanship,  thought- 
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fulness  were  needed  to  change  the  color  of  life 
for  that  couple.  And  to  change  the  future.  Ob- 
viously, unless  things  become  more  pleasant,  they 
will  become  more  unpleasant.  How  silly,  how 
tragic  for  happiness  to  be  killed  so  needlessly  and 
because  of  such  slight  provocation! 

***** 

Homemade  hell!  I  could  relate  an  unending 
list  of  illustrations  and  so  could  you. 

"If  we  only  had  a  little  more  money/'  a  wife 
said  to  me,  "everything  would  be  all  right!" 

"Do  you  have  enough  to  eat?"  I  asked. 

"Of  course!    Don't  be  absurd!" 

"Is  your  house  fairly  comfortable?  Doesn't 
leak  or  anything  like  that?" 

"Certainly  it  is  comfortable.  We  are  not 
shanty  dwellers." 

"Every  time  I  see  you,  your  clothes  are  attrac- 
tive. Evidently,  you  haven't  had  to  wear  any- 
body's cast-off  dresses." 

"Are  you  making  fun  of  me?"  she  demanded. 

"Not  at  all!    Not  at  all!"    I  assured  her.    "I 
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am  merely  trying  to  find  out  how  badly  you 
need  money." 

"Plenty  badly!"  she  insisted.  "We  need  it 
worse  than  anything  else  in  the  world." 

"I  wonder.  Maybe  you  desire  it  more  than 
any  other  thing  in  the  world,  but  you  certainly 
have  not  made  out  a  case  of  need" 

She  resented  that.  Also  she  resented  what  she 
described  as  my  "attitude  of  moral  superiority." 
I  tried  to  assure  her  that  I  felt  no  superiority  of 
any  kind  over  any  other  person. 

"Leave  me  out  of  the  discussion,"  I  suggested. 
"I  am  not  an  actor  in  your  play  which  you  think 
so  tragic.  I  am  only  the  audience.  You  came  to 
me  to  get  something  off  your  mind.  Probably 
the  best  thing  now  is  to  call  this  meeting  a  flop 
and  adjourn." 

"No,  I  do  not  wish  to  do  that.  Go  ahead  with 
what  you  have  to  say.     I'll  listen." 

"There  isn't  much  for  me  to  say,  though  I 
would  like  to  make  a  suggestion.  When  you  have 
the  time,  study  your  neighbors.    Some  of  them, 
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you  will  find,  are  happier  than  others.  It  might 
be  helpful  to  discover  why." 

"I  already  have  observed  them,"  my  visitor 
said. 

"And  some  are  happier  than  others?" 

"Of  course." 

"Are  the  happier  men  and  women  richer  in 
money  than  the  others?" 

"Not  always." 

"Then,  they  must  have  wealth  of  another  kind. 
Probably  it  is  free  wealth,  such  as  any  one  of  us 
may  have  for  the  seeking." 

"You  think  I  am  just  a  poor  sport,  don't  you?" 

"No,  indeed!    I  think  nothing  of  the  kind." 

"You  are  trying  to  make  me  admit  that  I  think 
too  much  of  money,  aren't  you?  Want  me  to 
become  interested  in  things  that  money  cannot 
buy?" 

"That's  up  to  you." 

"How  do  I  start?"  she  asked. 

"You  already  have  started,"  I  answered. 
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The  man  with  whom  I  was  talking  had  fretted 
himself  into  a  state  of  weakness.  He  had  suf- 
fered losses,  severe  losses,  but  still  he  had  as  much 
and  more  than  the  average  person.  Yet,  like 
most  of  us,  he  was  just  average  in  ability  and 
character.  The  big  thing  that  set  him  apart  was 
the  fact  that  he  had  been  reared  in  deep  comfort 
and  had  inherited  a  real  sum  of  money.  There- 
fore he  had  not  developed  the  tough  spiritual 
fiber  so  often  needed  to  meet  reality. 

"Do  you  think  you  are  entitled  to  more  than 
others  have?"  I  asked  him.  "Have  you  worked 
harder  than  most  persons  work?  Have  you  done 
more  for  the  benefit  of  mankind  than  most  others 
have  done?" 

"What  has  that  got  to  do  with  my  present 
situation?  My  pattern  has  been  cut  by  what  I 
have  been  accustomed  to  and  not  by  what  others 
have  or  have  not.  In  this  life  rewards  are  not 
distributed  according  to  worth  or  merit." 

"That  depends  somewhat  on  what  rewards  you 
have  in  mind,"  I  said. 
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"Well,  I'll  be  honest  with  you  and  say  that  I 
am  talking  about  money.  Money  is  what  I  want 
and  need.  Show  me  somebody  who  is  having  a 
harder  time  than  I  am  financially  and  maybe  I'll 
listen  to  you." 

He  could  have  made  no  demand  easier  to  ful- 
fill. From  my  files  I  selected  a  few  letters  and 
read  excerpts  to  him.    Here  is  one: 


"Almost  my  first  recollection  of  life  is  of 
a  dark  room  in  which  four  of  us  cooked,  ate 
and  slept.  .  .  .  I've  tried  to  plan.  When 
making  only  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  a 
week,  I  opened  a  bank  account  and  saved 
twenty-five  cents  a  week.  It  has  been  nearly 
forty  years  since  I  began  working,  and  many 
times  I  saved  up  neat  sums,  but  always  dis- 
aster in  one  form  or  another  took  the  money 
away  from  me.  ...  I  am  not  just  an  ordi- 
nary poor  person.  All  my  life  I  have  wanted 
to  be  worth  something  to  others.  ...  I  can't 
see  where  I  am  to  blame.  .  .  .  The  other  day 
I  was  reading  of  a  man  who  has  a  huge  house 
in  the  country,  a  finer  one  in  the  city  and  an 
estate  in  Europe,  and  I  can't  have  even  an 
acre  and  three  rooms  and  a  job  bringing  me 

5i 


BE  KIND  TO  YOURSELF 

thirty  dollars  a  month,  which  is  my  ambi- 
tion now!" 


The  writer  of  that  letter,  I  told  my  visitor, 
certainly  was  not  so  well  off  as  he.  At  least  a  part 
of  his  life  had  been  spent  in  comfort,  but  this 
poor  woman  seemed  to  have  known  nothing  but 
hard  times.  He  agreed,  and  I  read  him  an  extract 
from  another  letter.    Here  it  is: 


"We  are  on  relief  now.  I  do  all  my  own 
work,  of  course,  and  make  over  old  clothes 
for  the  children.  .  .  .  There  is  never  enough 
food  on  the  table,  and  it  breaks  my  heart  to 
hear  the  children  quarreling  over  a  bit  that 
may  be  left  on  a  dish,  because  each  wants  it 
and  needs  it.  Do  you  suppose  the  time  will 
ever  come  when  I  can  put  enough  on  the 
table  to  fill  them  up?  I  do  the  best  I  can  to 
make  life  bright,  teaching  my  children 
music,  but  that  does  not  satisfy  physical 
hunger.  .  .  .  But  I  am  not  licked  yet.  I 
don't  let  little  things  worry  me.  Our  last 
Christmas  tree  was  dolled  up  with  a  dime's 
worth  of  fixings,  but  we  had  fun  around  it. 
We  had  less  than  one  dollar  to  spend  for 
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presents,   decorations   and  everything  else. 
For  Christmas!  .  .  ." 


My  caller  became  restless  in  his  chair. 

"Those  are  abnormal  cases,"  he  protested. 

"But  the  persons  involved  seem  to  be  perfectly 
normal." 

"Everything,  Mr.  Young,  is  relative.  I  suffer 
now  because  my  condition  is  bad  when  compared 
with  my  former  circumstances." 

"I'll  admit  that  things  are  relative,  that  values 
are  relative.  Therefore,  instead  of  thinking  of 
your  present  self  always  in  relation  to  your 
former  self,  why  not  think  of  your  present  self 
in  relation  to  others  who  are  equally  as  deserving 
and  far  more  needy?  You  have  a  whole  lot  to 
be  thankful  for!" 

"Well,  I'm  not  thankful!" 

"And  that  is  one  reason  why  you  are  miser- 
able." 

***** 

Homemade  hell!    Money,  or  the  lack  of  it,  or 
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the  Imagined  lack  of  it  causes  as  much  worry  as 
any  other  one  thing.  But  there  are  plenty,  too 
many,  other  generative  agents.  My  memory  and 
my  note  file  yield  a  long  list.  Seme  of  them  I 
shall  set  down  here,  with  snatches  of  conversa- 
tions I  have  recorded. 


Nagging.  "If  she  only  would  let  me  have 
a  little  peace  at  home.  I  can't  help  it  if  other 
men  make  more  money  than  I  do!" 

Jealousy.  "Why,  he  raves  all  over  the 
place  if  I  so  much  as  speak  to  another  man!" 

Temper.  "He  blows  up  if  the  least  little 
thing  is  wrong  in  the  home." 

Extravagance.  "But  she'll  wreck  my 
whole  business  career!" 

Slovenliness.  "How  can  he  expect  me  to 
love  him  as  much  as  I  used  to,  when  he  goes 
around  looking  like  a  tramp?" 

Bad  manners.    "He  eats  like  an  animal." 

Indifference.  "She  doesn't  seem  to  care 
any  more  whether  I  come  home  after  work 
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or  not.    All  her  time  is  given  to  the  children 
and  the  house." 

Boredom.  "We  never  do  a  thing  after 
dinner.  We  don't  read,  or  play  cards  or  go 
to  the  pictures  or  anything." 

Selfishness.  "He  wants  the  home  run  as 
if  he  were  the  whole  show." 

Stinginess.  "He  wants  me  to  account  for 
every  penny  I  spend,  then  he  checks  up  to 
see  if  I  could  have  done  better  at  other 
stores." 


A  pretty  fair  list,  is  it  not,  of  the  active  in- 
gredients of  unhappiness,  the  generative  agents 
of  homemade  hell? 

***** 

When  the  man  at  the  other  end  of  the  tele- 
phone line  told  me  his  name  I  was  surprised. 
When  he  asked  for  an  appointment  to  call  at 
my  office,  I  was  still  more  surprised.  But  when 
he  explained  that  he  wished  to  talk  with  me  about 
his   troubles,   I  was  amazed.     What   could  be 
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troubling  him?  From  my  childhood  I  had  heard 
of  him  as  one  of  the  big  financiers  of  the  East 
and  always  people  spoke  of  him  in  high  terms. 
There  have  been  no  evil  rumors,  printed  or 
whispered,  concerning  him.  Quick  inquiry  dis- 
closed no  explanation  whatever  of  why  he  wished 
to  talk  with  me.  Everyone  said  he  was  in  good 
health,  happily  married,  possessed  of  a  money 
fortune,  recently  returned  from  a  trip  abroad, 
active  in  his  business.  Yet  he  had  said  he  was  in 
distress.  I  told  him,  of  course,  to  come  to  see 
me  at  any  time,  or  to  permit  me  to  call  at  his 
office.  He  preferred  my  office  as  the  place  for 
our  talk. 

"Probably  you  are  surprised  to  see  me,"  he  be- 
gan. 

"Surprised  is  a  mild  word,"  I  said. 

We  chatted  for  some  minutes  before  he  came 
to  the  subject  on  his  mind,  but  finally  he  told  me 
the  entire  story.  As  a  boy  he  had  been  compelled 
to  work  hard,  much  too  hard.  He  had  known 
nothing  but  poverty  while  growing  up  and  had 
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come  to  dread  it,  hate  it  as  though  it  were  a  fierce 
and  vengeful  creature.  But  after  he  reached 
manhood  things  began  to  happen  to  him.  He  got 
into  a  business  that  was  on  the  make  and  rose 
with  it.  He  reaped  millions  of  dollars.  Upon 
his  children,  born  after  he  began  to  be  rich,  he 
lavished  every  luxury. 

"I  did  not  want  them  to  suffer  as  I  had  suf- 
fered," he  explained.  "I  wanted  them  to  be 
happy  from  their  infancy  up.  That  is  why  I  did 
so  much  for  them.  I  had  had  too  much  respon- 
sibility loaded  on  me  when  I  was  a  boy,  therefore 
I  shielded  them  from  any  responsibility  what- 
ever. I  had  been  tied  to  the  machine  shop,  but 
I  let  them  travel  freely  over  the  entire  world.  I 
thought  I  was  preparing  them  for  life.  I  love 
them  better  than  all  else  in  the  world  and  for 
them  to  disintegrate  as  they  seem  now  to  be  doing 
is  the  hardest  blow  that  could  be  aimed  at  me. 
Lack  of  wisdom  should  not  overbalance  love, 
good  intentions  and  everything  else,  yet  it  seems 
to  do  so.     I  tried  to  create  for  my  children  a 
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heaven   on  earth.     Instead,   I  seemed  to  have 
created  for  them  and  myself  a  hell  on  earth!" 

The  intentions  of  this  man  were  entirely  good 
but  his  methods  were  bad.  He  attempted  to 
shield  his  children  from  some  of  the  experiences 
and  hard  knocks  which  had  contributed  so  much 
to  his  own  success.  He  lavished  money  and  ma- 
terial comforts  upon  them  in  a  misdirected  effort 
to  make  them  happy  and  successful.  What  his 
children  really  needed  was  the  experience  of  rub- 
bing shoulders  with  life  in  order  to  gain  a  proper 
understanding  and  perspective  of  true  values.  I 
certainly  sympathized  with  him  over  the  fact 
that  his  heavenly  intentions  had  produced  so 

much  hell. 

*  *  *  *  * 

In  the  course  of  an  intimate  after-dinner  con- 
versation I  once  heard  an  elderly  man  say  his 
temper  had  cost  him  a  million  dollars.  That  was 
a  stimulating  statement,  so  we  pressed  him  for 
particulars.  The  story,  briefly,  is  this:  he  was 
working  for  a  firm  just  beginning  to  turn  out 
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a  new  product.  The  sales  indicated  big  business 
ahead  and  the  owner  of  the  patent,  who  also 
operated  the  plant,  was  planning  to  share  owner- 
ship with  several  of  his  original  associates  in  the 
venture.  My  elderly  friend  was  one  of  those 
associates.  He  had  ability,  energy  and  daring. 
He  was  in  line  for  promotion  to  part  ownership 
and  the  boss  was  on  the  point  of  taking  him  in. 
But  before  anything  was  done  my  friend  suffered 
an  attack  of  anger  in  the  office.  Because  of  some 
trivial  error  made  by  a  clerk,  he  burst  forth 
rudely  and  profanely,  denouncing  his  assistants 
as  stupid  blunderers,  disloyal  and  a  whole  lot 
more.  The  boss  heard  and  the  boss  delayed  his 
decision. 

Several  weeks  passed.  My  friend,  knowing 
that  partnerships  were  about  to  be  formed,  grew 
impatient,  more  impatient  than  usual,  even  for 
him.  His  impatience  manifested  itself  in  ugly 
moods.  There  were  other  explosions  of  temper. 
But  there  never  was  any  invitation  to  become  a 
part  owner  of  the  growing  business. 
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"At  the  time,"  my  elderly  friend  said,  "I  did 
not  know  what  was  wrong.  Nobody  tipped  me 
off  that  I  was  being  held  out  of  the  firm  because 
of  my  temper,  and  I  never  paused  to  analyze  my 
own  conduct.  Only  after  many  years  and  when 
I  was  working  elsewhere  did  I  learn  what  had 
thwarted  me.  A  million- dollar  temper!  Think 
of  that,  gentlemen!     Can  any  of  you  equal  it?" 

"Your  boss  must  have  been  pretty  hard,"  one 
of  us  suggested. 

"No,  I  wouldn't  say  that,"  the  old  man  said. 
"I  did  not  love  him  any  at  that  time  for  leaving 
me  out  in  the  cold,  but  as  I  grow  older  I  am  bound 
to  agree  with  his  judgment.  The  man  who  has 
to  resort  to  temper  to  uphold  his  position  over 
subordinates,  usually  is  not  fit  for  the  job  he  holds, 
much  less  for  promotion." 

***** 

The  day  coach  of  any  train  is  an  excellent  place 
to  observe  human  nature.  Here  you  have  an  as- 
sembly of  unrelated  persons,  strangers  to  one 
another.    The  situation  leaves  a  man  fairly  free 
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to  be  unpleasant,  if  he  wishes  to  be,  without  much 
risk  of  penalties.  I  have  seen  a  man  open  a  win- 
dow in  winter,  even  though  everyone  else  in  the 
coach  was  chilly.  You  have  seen  the  same  thing. 
I  have  seen  passengers  pile  baggage  high  upon 
seats  and  insist  that  it  remain  there  even  after  the 
coach  was  crowded  with  travelers.  I  have  heard 
nasty  remarks  made  by  passengers  within  the 
hearing  of  mothers  whose  babies  were  crying,  as 
if  the  mothers  were  not  miserable  enough  already. 
I  have  heard  passengers  denounce  the  conductor 
because  his  train  was  late,  when  the  delay  was 
due  to  causes  over  which  the  conductor  had  no 
control.  But  the  episode  that  stands  out  most 
clearly  in  my  mind  concerns  a  woman  and  three 
children. 

She  entered  the  train  with  her  children  before 
the  coach  became  crowded.  According  to  a 
generous  estimate,  she  was  entitled  to  two  double 
seats,  but  she  commandeered  four,  one  for  each 
of  the  small  children  and  one  for  herself.  That 
was  an  interesting  performance,  but  not  so  in- 
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teresting  as  what  this  remarkable  mother  said  to 
her  offspring. 

"This  train,"  she  warned  them,  "will  be 
crowded  after  a  while,  but  when  you  see  people 
coming  into  the  car  you  just  lie  down  on  your 
seats  and  close  your  eyes.  They  will  think  you 
are  asleep  and  let  you  alone." 

The  conductor  broke  up  her  plan,  but  only 
after  protests  from  her  and  sour  looks  from  the 
children  who  truly  believed  they  were  being  badly 
treated.  How  could  they  believe  otherwise? 
They  were  trained  to  selfishness.  Their  own 
mother  was  imparting  to  them  the  art  of  creat- 
ing hell  for  one's  self,  as  well  as  for  others.  For 
selfishness,  surely,  is  both  Private  and  Public 
Enemy  Number  One. 

Barbarians,  said  Aristotle,  are  people  "insist- 
ing on  doing  what  they  please,  without  submit- 
ting to  any  rule." 
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Chapter  IV 

HOW  TO  CREATE  YOUR  OWN  HEAVEN 

One  Sunday  afternoon  down  on  the  water  front 
of  New  York  I  saw  something  that  uplifted  me 
mightily.  The  scene  was  aboard  an  old  scow, 
yet  it  was  suggestive  of  the  higher,  esthetic  values. 
The  deckhouse  in  which  the  skipper  and  his 
family  lived  had  been  freshly  painted.  The  win- 
dows were  hung  with  clean  pretty  curtains  and 
outside  each  window  was  a  box  filled  with  blos- 
soming flowers.  Two  children  and  a  dog  were 
playing  about  the  deck.  Suspended  from  an  out- 
side wall  bracket  was  a  bird  cage. 

I  had  seen  scores  of  scows,  but  none  other  so 
refreshing  as  this  one.  Never  before  had  I 
thought  of  life  aboard  such  a  lowly  vessel  as 
partaking  of  beauty  and  good  taste.  I  walked 
closer  to  the  wharf,  stopped  and  gazed  at  the 
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scene.  Presently  the  skipper  saw  me,  emerged 
from  his  tiny  house  and  walked  close  to  the  rail, 
or  whatever  the  side  of  a  scow  may  be  called. 
(I  have  told  you  that  I  grew  up  in  Utah;  nauti- 
cal terms,  therefore,  never  have  been  part  of  my 
experience.) 

"Come  aboard?"  the  skipper  invited. 

"I'd  be  glad  to,"  I  answered,  and  stepped  onto 
the  scow. 

"You  have  a  nice  place  here,"  I  ventured. 

"Ain't  as  bad  as  some,"  the  skipper  agreed. 

"How  do  you  keep  things  so  clean?" 

"Me?  I  don't.  But  my  wife,  she's  got  notions. 
Says  if  she's  got  to  live  afloat,  she's  gonner  do 
the  best  she  can  to  make  it  seem  like  a  fit  place  to 
live." 

"That's  fine,"  I  said. 

"Yes,  I  reckon  so.  Anyway,  she's  a  powerful 
hand  to  make  the  best  o'  things.  Yessir,  seems 
like  there  ain't  nothin'  can  keep  her  from  doin* 
the  best  she  can." 

"I'd  like  to  meet  her,"  I  suggested. 
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"She's  to  church  now,  but  if  you  stay  around 
a  while  she'll  be  back.  Maybe  you'd  eat  supper 
with  us?" 

I  still  regret  that  I  could  not  stay.  Perhaps, 
if  I  had  met  the  great  woman — I  insist  she  is  a 
great  woman — I  would  now  know  more  about 
everyday  heroism  than  I  do.  Nevertheless,  I 
gained  enough  from  my  brief  and  only  visit 
aboard  a  scow  to  satisfy  any  reasonable  adven- 
turer through  life.  The  experience  was  stimulat- 
ing to  me,  personally,  and  possibly  it  has  been 
encouraging  to  others  to  whom  I  have  related  it. 
I  hope  the  wealthy  lady  who  complained  so  much 
of  her  lot  to  me  last  week,  will  profit  from  my 
account  of  the  deck  of  an  old  scow  transformed 
into  what  seemed  to  me,  and  still  seems  to  me,  as 
near  a  bit  of  heaven  on  earth  as  its  occupants 
could  make  it.  That  scow  mother  did  the  very 
best  possible  under  the  limitations  of  her  life. 
No  one  can  do  better  than  that.  God  cannot  ask 
more  than  that.  He  puts  us  here,  tells  us  many 
times  that  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  is  within  us 
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and  leaves  us  to  discover  and  to  develop  that  im- 
mensely important  truth.  At  one  time  or  another, 
many  of  us  do  discover  the  truth,  but  very  few 
of  us  develop  it.  Yet  the  art  of  creating  one's 
own  heaven  rests  upon  its  development. 

Making  the  best  of  things,  discovering  and  de- 
veloping the  powers  for  good  and  beauty  inher- 
ent in  us — can  you  suggest  a  better  way  than  that 
to  attain  happiness? 

*         *         *         *         * 

Thirty  years  ago,  or  thereabout,  a  young  man 
recently  graduated  from  college  was  riding 
horseback  through  the  Appalachian  Mountains. 
He  saw  many  cabins,  but  few  schoolhouses  and 
few  churches.  At  first  this  meant  little  if  any- 
thing to  him,  for  he  was  out  seeking  adventure, 
with  no  conscious  intention  of  doing  anything 
about  mountain  conditions.  Like  most  young 
men  just  entering  upon  life's  responsibilities,  he 
was  uncertain  of  his  own  future  occupation,  but 
not  worrying  too  much  about  that,  either.  He 
had  fine  health,  the  mountains  were  beautiful, 
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his  horse  sure  of  foot,  the  cabineers  hospitable 
when  he  stopped  for  a  meal  with  them,  or  for  a 
night,  and  all  seemed  well  with  the  world. 

Deeper  and  deeper  into  the  hills  he  rode  and 
poorer  and  poorer  became  the  conditions  of  life. 
A  cabin,  hidden  away  and  uncommonly  small, 
even  for  that  region  of  tiny  homes,  attracted  his 
attention  and  he  pulled  up  his  horse  to  have  a 
better  look  at  it.  In  a  moment  he  started  onward 
again,  but  stopped  when  hailed  from  behind. 
Turning  in  his  saddle  he  saw  a  man  coming 
toward  him  and  in  the  door  of  the  cabin  a  woman 
looking  at  him.  The  young  stranger  waited, 
wondered,  perhaps  feared  a  little,  for  that  was 
feud  country  and  feuds  were  tragically  common 
thirty  years  ago  in  the  Kentucky  and  Tennessee 
hills.    The  mountaineer  came  up  close, 

"Be  ye  a  parson?"  he  asked. 

"No,"  answered  the  young  man,  "I'm  not  a 
parson." 

"Well,  kin  ye  parson?" 

"Yes,  I  can  parson." 
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"Then  git  down  and  come  in.  Me  and  my  old 
woman  have  got  the  Good  Book  over  thar  in  the 
house,  but  we  can't  read  hit  and  we  ain't  heered 
a  word  of  hit  read  these  many  a  year." 

The  young  man  followed  into  the  cabin. 

"This  here  man  can  parson,"  the  mountaineer 
announced  simply  to  his  wife.  "Git  the  Good 
Book." 

The  visitor  asked  if  there  were  any  particular 
part  of  the  Bible  they  wished  to  hear,  but  they 
told  him  no,  "Jess  read  from  anywhars,  since 
hit's  all  of  hit  God's  word."  He  began  to  read, 
finished  a  chapter,  then  another  and  a  third. 

"I  guess  that's  enough  for  today,"  the  stranger 
said. 

"You  keep  right  on!"  the  mountaineer  invited. 
Or  was  it  an  invitation? 

There  seemed  no  end  to  the  mental  hunger  of 
this  couple.  On  and  on  the  stranger  read  until 
his  voice  gave  out.  His  hosts  invited  him  to  put 
up  for  the  night,  so  they  could  have  some  of  the 
neighbors  in  and  hear  more  of  the  Word 
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"When  I  left  that  isolated  home,"  the  man  told 
me  years  later,  "I  knew  what  my  life's  work 
would  be.  I  vowed  to  devote  myself  to  the  edu- 
cation of  mountain  people.  This  illiterate  couple 
had  opened  for  me  a  chance  to  serve.  In  return 
I  hoped  to  open  for  them  and  for  many  others 
a  chance  to  learn,  to  live  more  fully,  more  hap- 
pily." 

H.  J.  Derthick,  president  of  Milligan  College, 
Tennessee,  is  the  man  about  whom  I  now  am  tell- 
ing you.  He  comes  to  see  me  from  time  to  time 
and  never  have  I  met  a  happier  man.  His  re- 
markable college  he  conducts  without  endow- 
ment, raising  each  year  the  money  for  that  year's 
operating  expenses.  A  precarious  existence,  you 
say,  but  Mr.  Derthick  never  yet  has  had  to  close 
the  doors  of  the  school.  He  has  faith,  a  child- 
like, beautiful  faith  in  God.  He  believes  that 
money  always  will  be  had,  if  only  he  does  his 
part  well  enough,  and  for  a  score  of  years  the 
money  has  been  found  in  one  way  or  another. 
Sometimes  money  has  been  fairly  plentiful,  some- 
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times  scarce.  In  recent  years  he  and  his  teachers 
have  taken  deep  cuts  in  pay,  but  the  college  has 
gone  right  on  and  the  boys  and  girls  have  received 
the  best  that  faculty  has  to  give,  regardless  of 
full  pay  or  half  pay.  Everywhere  in  the  Ten- 
nessee mountains  Mr.  Derthick  is  known  and 
welcomed.  As  much  as  any  person  it  is  my  good 
luck  to  know,  he  has  lost  himself  in  his  work — 
and  found  happiness  of  so  high  a  quality  that  it 
radiates  from  him. 

In  service  he  found  that  happiness.  By  serv- 
ing he  created  his  own  heaven  here  and  now.  In 
service  and  by  serving,  each  one  of  us,  I  believe, 
can  find  happiness,  and  create  our  own  heavens 

on  earth. 

*         *         *         *         * 

The  story  I  now  shall  tell  starts  as  if  it  belongs 
in  the  preceding  chapter  on  "How  To  Create 
Your  Own  Hell."  But  it  does  not  end  that  way 
and  it  illustrates  a  first-rate  aid  in  creating  one's 
own  heaven.  The  theme  is  office  politics,  a  curse 
in  many  business  establishments.    Probably  you 
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have  encountered  it — or  played  it.  If  so,  you 
have  lost,  even  though  you  may  have  seemed  to 
gain*  The  idea  behind  office  politics  is  the  ad- 
vancement of  an  individual,  irrespective  of  what 
happens  to  others.  Ambition  to  rise  is  com- 
mendable, but  the  means  adopted  are  not  al- 
ways worthy.  The  first  thing  a  man  owes  his 
company  is  loyalty.  That  does  not  exclude  per- 
sonal ambition,  but  it  does  impose  certain  strong 
rules  of  team  play.  The  whole  is  greater  than 
the  part,  the  progress  of  the  business  more  im- 
portant than  the  progress  of  any  individual. 
When  an  employee  forgets  to  work  for  the  good 
of  the  whole  and  schemes  endlessly  for  his  own 
aggrandizement,  he  may  be  thwarting  general 
advancement,  therefore  holding  others  back  in 
his  mad  efforts  to  gain  more  power  and  more 
money  for  himself.  This  is  rank,  ruinous  selfish- 
ness. 

Let's  take  a  look  at  office  politics  in  operation. 
I  have  in  mind  a  small  firm,  reasonably  pros- 
perous, well-knit.    It  had  the  green  light  on  the 
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highway  to  bigger  sales.  But  two  of  the  officials 
became  jealous  of  each  other.  Each  formed  the 
habit  of  going  to  the  president  on  all  occasions, 
reporting  ideas  as  his  own  when,  perhaps,  those 
ideas  had  originated  among  employees  not  gifted 
in  the  deadly  art  of  office  politics.  A  battle  of 
memoranda  developed,  each  fighter  endeavoring 
to  put  into  the  record  as  many  suggestions  as 
possible.  In  the  course  of  time  each  forgot,  as 
was  inevitable,  the  great  goal  of  general  progress 
and  concentrated  bitterly  on  the  little  goal  of 
individual  advancement.  The  company's  trade 
began  to  suffer  and  for  months  no  one  could 
identify  the  cause.  Naturally,  as  sales  fell,  the 
battle  between  the  two  self-seekers  grew  more 
intense.  Alliances  were  formed.  The  office  force 
was  split  into  rival  factions,  each  planning  and 
hoping  for  the  overthrow  of  the  other. 

One  of  the  leaders  in  the  miserable  fight  was 
a  man  of  mature  experience,  the  other  a  young 
man  who  possessed  strength  and  ability.  But 
the  experience  of  the  one  was  turned  into  un- 
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productive  channels  and  the  strength  and  capac- 
ity of  the  other  into  the  creation  of  strife.  All 
hands  were  losing  morale  and  income,  too,  be- 
cause of  the  mean  intramural  conflict. 

Then  something  happened.  Just  what,  I  do 
not  know,  nor  does  it  matter.  The  older  of  the 
combatants  came  into  his  office  one  Monday 
morning,  invited  his  antagonist  to  a  conference 
and  the  two  sat  down  together.  The  conversa- 
tion, as  reported  to  me,  ran  something  like  this: 

The  Older  Man:  "Tom,  something  is  wrong 
in  this  office.  We  are  losing  business  and  I  be- 
lieve I  am  the  cause  of  it.  I  have  been  fighting 
you,  instead  of  working  with  you.  I've  said  some 
hard  things  about  you,  which  were  not  true.  I 
apologize." 

The  young  man,  taken  completely  by  surprise, 
suspected  a  trick,  therefore  he  sparred.    Said  he: 

"So  you  admit,  do  you,  that  you  have  been  the 
troublemaker?" 

"Yes,  I'm  willing  to  admit  that  I've  done  my 
part  in  creating  the  trouble." 
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"What  are  you  up  to  now?" 

"I  want  to  renew  the  friendship  that  once  ex- 
isted between  us.  I  want  to  work  with  you,  so 
that  all  of  us  may  be  better  off.  It's  not  right, 
Tom,  for  us — for  me — to  hold  everybody  back 
in  a  silly  effort  to  advance  myself." 

The  Younger  Man:  "You  are  in  earnest?" 

The  Older  Man:  "Absolutely  in  earnest!" 

The  Younger  Man:  "Well,  then,  I  guess  some 
apologies  are  due  from  me,  also." 

The  Older  Man:  "Don't  bother  to  make  them 
now.  Let's  go  in  to  see  the  boss,  talk  things  over 
and  get  out  of  this  jam.  I  am  older  than  you 
and  should  have  known  better  all  along." 

The  Younger  Man:  "And  I  should  have  known 
all  along  that  you  know  more  about  this  business 
than  I  can  learn  in  ten  years." 

No  formal  announcement  of  any  kind  was 
made  to  their  associates.  None  was  needed.  The 
air  was  immediately  cleared  by  the  action  of  these 
two  men.  Everyone  sensed  the  change.  Team- 
work replaced  office  politics.  Friendship  replaced 
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rivalries.  An  agreeable  office  situation  replaced 
a  disagreeable  one.  Effective  work  for  the  com- 
mon good  replaced  ineffective  work  for  private 
gain.  The  bigness  of  the  older  man,  belated 
though  it  was  in  manifesting  itself,  saved  the 
situation  from  developing  into  disaster;  that,  plus 
the  bigness  his  action  begot  in  the  younger  man. 

Bigness,  sportsmanship,  the  strength  to  apolo- 
gize are  real  aids  in  the  creation  of  heavenly  con- 
ditions in  our  daily  lives. 

I  cannot  quite  understand  why  it  is  so  difficult 
for  most  persons  to  apologize.  Of  course,  an 
apology  implies  that  the  one  making  it  has  been 
in  error,  but  what  of  that?  Every  one  of  us  has 
erred  innumerable  times.  There  is  nothing  to 
cause  shame  in  the  admission  of  error;  the  shame 
lies  in  perpetuating  it,  in  developing  it  into  policy. 
You  have  seen,  as  I  have,  both  homes  and  offices 
thrown  into  discord  because  neither  party  to  a 
senseless  dispute  was  good  sport  enough  to  rise 
above  petty  strife  and  apologize. 

A  man  gets  up  late  in  the  morning,  dashes 
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downstairs  to  breakfast,  offers  a  few  acid  remarks 
to  his  wife,  scolds  a  child  for  spilling  something 
on  the  table,  bolts  his  food  and  slams  the  door  as 
he  goes  out.  In  his  office  he  forgets  the  episode 
of  the  breakfast  table.  His  mind  is  taken  off  the 
mess  he  created  because  he  meets  dozens  of  per- 
sons in  the  course  of  the  day,  but  his  wife  may 
not  be  so  fortunate.  Perhaps  she  remains  home 
all  day  and  sees  no  one  except  the  children  and 
the  cook.  Alone  with  her  thoughts,  she  finds  it 
difficult  to  forget  the  unmannerly  departure  of 
her  husband.  In  the  evening  he  returns,  expect- 
ing to  find  everything  lovely,  his  wife  delighted 
to  see  him  and  a  good  dinner  awaiting  him.  In- 
stead he  finds  his  wife  silent  and  when  he  tries 
to  kiss  her,  the  best  he  gets  is  a  bit  of  cheek  coldly 
offered. 

What  does  he  do?  Well,  if  he  is  wise,  if  he 
knows  the  art  of  creating  happiness,  he  says  some- 
thing like  this,  "I'm  sorry  for  what  I  did  this 
morning.  I  don't  blame  you  for  being  frosty 
toward  me.    But  come  on  now,  let's  go  out  to 
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dinner  and  then  to  a  show.  I  owe  you  a  treat." 
Often,  it  is  as  easy  as  that  to  bring  happiness 
to  a  home.  Easy?  Well,  it  certainly  should  be 
easy  for  a  man,  or  for  a  woman,  who  has  done 
something  mean  to  confess  it  and  ask  forgiveness 
for  it  and  make  amends.  And  it  is  easy,  too,  for 
those  who  possess  the  heaven-making  traits  of 
sportsmanship,  bigness,  willingness  to  admit  er- 
rors and  determination  not  to  repeat  them  too 

often. 

*         *         *         *         * 

You  know  of  the  Boy  Scout  code  that  calls 
for  a  good  deed  a  day.  Now  and  then  you  have 
heard  jests  about  it  in  vaudeville  or  elsewhere. 
But  when  you  pause  to  think,  you  realize  that 
profound  psychological  truth  underlies  that  code. 
Nothing  is  better  for  digestion,  for  the  rhythmic 
synchronization  of  all  one's  faculties  than  a  good 
deed  done  willingly.  Some  day  when  you  are 
feeling  all  out  of  sorts,  when  the  stream  of  life 
seems  to  be  running  against  you,  when  your  office 
associates  appear  to  be  stupid  and  your  family 
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unappreciative,  set  out  and  do  something  for 
somebody.  Not  in  a  sacrificial  or  martyr-like 
spirit,  but  as  nearly  spontaneously  as  possible 
under  the  circumstances.  Man!  It  will  work 
wonders  for  you!  I  know,  for  I  have  tried  it 
time  and  again  and  so  have  some  friends  of  mine, 
one  in  particular  about  whom  I  wish  to  relate  a 
story. 

He  was  riding  one  hot  afternoon  on  a  country 
road,  just  glooming  along,  wondering  if  business 
ever  again  would  be  normal.  He  tried  to  fight 
off  the  unhappy  state  of  mind,  but  it  would  not 
be  downed.  On  the  journey  out  from  the  city 
he  saw  a  group  of  persons,  a  man,  a  woman  and 
several  children,  resting  under  a  tree.  He 
thought  nothing  of  this.  An  hour,  or  two  hours 
later,  he  returned  along  the  same  road,  and  there 
under  the  same  tree  was  the  same  group.  He 
slowed  the  pace  of  his  car  sufficiently  to  observe 
that  they  were  poorly  dressed  and  that  they  had 
a  few  parcels  with  them,  suggesting  they  were 
travelers.    But  he  saw  no  car  at  hand. 
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He  passed  without  stopping,  returned  to  town 
and  entered  his  comfortable  home.  There  he 
tried  to  read,  tried  to  rest,  but  memory  of  that 
desolate  family  persisted.  Finally  he  went  back 
to  his  car,  drove  a  third  time  along  the  road  and 
once  more  came  to  the  tree  under  which  the  peo- 
ple still  were  sitting.  This  time  he  stopped, 
alighted  and  started  toward  the  group.  The  man 
under  the  tree  arose  to  meet  him. 

"Anything  I  can  do  for  you?"  asked  the  motor- 
ist. 

"Well,  sir,  I  don't  know,  sir." 

"Had  anything  to  eat  lately?" 

"No,  sir!"  And  at  the  word  "eat"  the  chil- 
dren started  up. 

That  was  enough.  The  motorist  drove  to  the 
nearest  store,  bought  quantities  of  food  and  re- 
turned to  the  stranded  and  hungry  group.  A 
picnic  was  spread  there  in  the  shade.  Both  chil- 
dren and  grown-ups  ate  eagerly,  almost  raven- 
ously. Good  cheer  returned  to  them,  but  the 
happiest  man  in  the  group  was  the  motorist,  who 
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had  fed  them  and  given  to  them  enough  money 
for  bus  fare  to  where  they  were  going.  On  the 
second  return  home  business  did  not  seem  to 
him  to  be  so  bad.  Life,  instead  of  appearing  in 
foggy  gray  tones,  was  tinted  with  brighter  colors. 

A  sense  of  compassion,  followed  by  action  and 
generosity,  brought  to  the  motorist  a  happier 
state  of  mind  than  he  could  have  acquired  in  any 
other  way.  A  sense  of  compassion,  resulting  in 
action  and  generosity,  is  to  my  way  of  thinking 
one  of  the  easiest,  most  effective  methods  one  can 
employ  in  the  creation  of  happiness. 

A  similar  story  I  shall  tell  briefly.  A  man,  who 
says  he  is  not  a  Christian,  noticed  that  school  chil- 
dren in  his  town  were  not,  all  of  them,  well 
clothed  against  the  winter's  cold  and  he  suspected 
some  of  them  were  underfed.  He  had  very  little 
money,  hence  he  could  not  undertake  to  care  for 
all  the  underprivileged  children  attending  the 
school  near  his  home.  But  he  visited  a  number 
of  stores,  made  some  calculations  and  came  up 
with  the  conclusion  that  fifty  dollars  a  year  would 
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make  all  the  difference  between  inadequate  and 
adequate  clothing  for  a  poorer  youngster,  be- 
tween undernourishment  and  sufficient  nourish- 
ment. He  certainly  could  save  fifty  dollars  by 
denying  himself  a  few  items.  That  would  take 
care  of  one  child.  But  what  of  the  others?  He 
decided  to  make  a  general  appeal  to  his  friends 
and  neighbors,  suggesting  that  each  of  them 
"adopt"  unofficially  an  underprivileged  child  and 
devote  to  that  child  fifty  dollars  a  year.  Many 
answered  his  appeal.  Many  children  were  given 
warmer  clothes  and  more  food  and  many  adults 
were  made  vastly  happier. 

As  I  said  at  the  beginning  of  this  story,  the  man 
who  worked  up  the  plan  announced  he  was  not 
a  Christian.  I  do  not  agree  with  him.  I  do  not 
know  what  he  believes,  nor  do  I  care.  His  action 
denies  his  declaration.  Probably,  in  his  thinking, 
he  has  confused  Christianity  with  the  empty 
forms  of  religion  of  which  Professor  Rauschen- 
busch  is  speaking  when  he  says,  "Religion  in  the 
past  has  always  spent  a  large  proportion  of  its 
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force  on  doings  that  were  apart  from  the  real 
business  of  life,  on  sacrificing,  on  endless  prayers, 
on  traveling  to  Mecca,  or  Jerusalem,  or  Rome,  on 
kissing  sacred  stones,  bathing  in  sacred  rivers, 
climbing  sacred  stairs,  and  a  thousand  things  that 
had  at  best  only  an  indirect  bearing  on  the  prac- 
tical social  relations  between  men  and  their  fel- 
lows." * 

*  *  *  *  * 

Have  you  ever  noticed  how  often  events  chal- 
lenge you  to  make  good  on  some  pet  contention? 
I  have.  Now  and  then  I  say  that  in  all  business 
transactions  I  think  of  the  other  man  and  almost 
every  time  I  make  the  statement,  events  soon  re- 
quire me  to  prove  it.  That's  exactly  what  hap- 
pened when  Mrs.  Young  and  I  bought  a  winter 
place  in  Florida;  a  place  primarily  for  her  use, 
since  cold  weather  does  not  bother  me.  We  found 
a  house  to  our  liking,  located  very  pleasantly, 
but  when  the  price  was  mentioned  we  started  to 


*  From  Prayers  of  the  Social  Awakening,  by  Walter  Rauschenbusch. 
Copyright  The  Pilgrim  Press.     Used  by  permission. 
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draw  back.  The  figure  was  higher  than  we  had 
thought  it  would  be.  But  we  did  want  that  house 
and  from  other  sources  we  learned  that  the  owner 
might  be  forced  down  in  his  price.  He  was  eager 
to  sell.  Everything  was  all  ready  for  a  bargain 
purchase  until  some  little  memories  came  pop- 
ping into  my  consciousness.  Said  one  of  them  to 
me,  "Think  of  the  other  fellow!  Think  of  the 
other  fellow!  Think  of  the  other  fellow!"  Said 
I  to  the  memory,  "All  right,  I'll  do  just  that.  If 
the  price  is  fair  and  reasonable  I'll  pay  it,  no 
matter  how  much  I  might  beat  the  owner  down." 

A  little  investigation  revealed  to  my  satisfac- 
tion that  the  price  was  fair  and  reasonable  in 
relation  to  the  true  values  involved  and  in  rela- 
tion to  our  desire  for  the  place.  Therefore  I 
said  to  Mrs.  Young,  "I  have  had  more  good  breaks 
than  most  people.  It  is  nothing  more  than  right 
that  I  give  this  man  a  break  now."  She  agreed 
heartily  and  so  the  deal  went  through,  the  owner 
getting  his  first  asking  price. 

Did  I  lose  anything?     Nothing.     Before  we 
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moved  in  the  house  the  owner  and  agent  did  all 
sorts  of  things  we  had  not  stipulated.  They  be- 
came our  friends.  We  entered  a  new  community 
without  any  feelings  of  resentment  against  us. 
We  enjoy  the  house  vastly  more  because  we  know 
we  did  not  take  advantage  of  anyone  in  the  trans- 
action. For  me,  such  an  experience  is  worth  the 
price.  Indeed,  it  is  necessary  for  me  to  do  things 
of  that  kind  in  order  to  prove  to  myself  my  own 
sincerity.  It  is  not  sacrifice  in  any  sense. 
*  *  *  *  * 

I  cannot  mark  out  all  the  roads  leading  to  hap- 
piness, any  more  than  I  could  indicate  all  those 
leading  to  disaster.  So  far,  I  have  suggested  these 
as  main  highways  to  better  living:  Making  the 
Best  of  Conditions,  Service  without  Personal 
Gain,  Sportsmanship,  Bigness,  Admission  of  Er- 
ror, Good  Deeds,  and  Giving  the  Other  Fellow  a 
Break.  Of  course  there  are  many,  many  more, 
only  a  few  of  which  I  shall  outline  here. 

One  morning  last  summer  I  watched  two  men 
in   a   restaurant.      One   seemed   gloomy,   sour, 
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angry;  the  other  was  in  fine  spirits.  They  ordered 
the  same  club  breakfast,  but  the  gloomy  fellow 
scowled  at  his  and  spoke  crossly  to  the  waiter, 
while  the  other  man  seemed  to  enjoy  his  food, 
uninteresting  though  a  restaurant  club  breakfast 
is.  The  first  man  finished  his  eating,  growled 
again  and  went  out.  The  second  man  said  some- 
thing pleasant  to  the  waiter  before  leaving. 

Perhaps  you  think  there  is  nothing  to  this 
ordinary,  everyday  kind  of  anecdote,  but  to  me 
it  illustrates  a  fundamental  asset  to  happiness — 
good  cheer.  Simply  by  being  pleasant  one  can 
do  much  to  make  life  pleasant  for  himself  and 
for  others.  Often,  when  I  have  felt  not  quite  up 
to  par,  I  have  raised  my  own  feelings  by  forcing 
manifestations  of  pleasantness;  maybe  a  word  or 
two  with  the  newsboy,  or  with  the  elevator  man, 
or  with  associates  in  the  office.  There  is  in  my 
mind  no  doubt  but  that  one's  approach  to  situ- 
ations tends  to  shape  those  situations  either  in  his 
favor,  or  against  him.  Even  if  this  is  only  seem- 
ingly true,  the  illusion  can  do  no  harm. 
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I  have  known  two  salesmen,  surveying  the  same 
territory,  to  come  in  with  opposite  reports.  Each 
one  had  visited  fifty  houses  on  similar  streets. 
One  said  there  was  no  chance  for  sales  in  that 
town;  the  other  said  the  prospects  were  bright 
for  sales.  Examination  revealed  why  the  two  men 
were  so  far  apart  in  their  conclusions.  One  had 
asked  his  questions  in  such  a  way  as  to  invite 
negative  answers;  the  other  had  asked  his  in  such 
a  way  as  to  invite  positive  answers.  Perhaps 
neither  one  had  brought  in  the  true  picture,  but 
which  of  those  men  would  sell  most  in  that  town? 
You  know  without  any  word  from  me.  You 
also  know  that  you  tend  to  reflect  the  attitude 
and  mood  of  those  around  you.  Psychological 
impulses  seem  to  be  "catching."  As  between  one 
individual  and  another,  I  believe  this  to  be  true; 
in  general,  also,  I  believe  it  to  be  true.  Often  I 
have  observed  how  first  one  mood  and  then 
another  spreads  over  the  nation.  Every  man 
engaged  in  the  business  of  selling  knows  how 
sales  go  up  or  down,  in  keeping  with  the  prevail- 

86 


HOW  TO  CREATE  YOUR  OWN  HEAVEN 

ing  mood.  Therefore  it  appears  to  me  that,  not 
only  in  domestic  life,  but  in  business,  it  is  im- 
portant that  we  maintain  a  positive,  hopeful, 
pleasant  attitude,  these  three  qualities — positive- 
ness,  hopefulness  and  pleasantness — being,  at  the 
least,  contributory  roads  to  the  main  highways 
leading  to  happiness. 

*  *  *  *  * 

Another  road  to  happiness  I  must  indicate. 
This  is  the  love  for  romance.  Never  let  romance 
die!  Go  adventuring  through  life,  instead  of 
plodding  through.  Almost  any  experience  can 
be  made  over  into  an  adventure.  When  I  was  a 
boy  I  had  to  get  up  early  on  cold  mornings  and 
start  the  fires.  There  were  two  ways  to  approach 
the  task.  One  was  to  hate  it  and  thus  transform 
it  into  a  bit  of  awful  drudgery.  The  other  was 
to  go  at  it  as  a  combat  with  the  elements,  as  a 
fight  for  comfort,  and  so  get  a  real  thrill  out  of  it;. 
The  fires  were  the  same,  no  matter  what  my  state 
of  mind,  but  there  was  a  big  difference  in  me 
when  I  switched  from  one  attitude  to  the  other. 
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Routine  is  a  necessary  part  of  life,  but  we  should 
be  diligently  on  guard  to  keep  routine  in  its  place 
and  not  to  let  it  obscure  the  fun  of  living. 

How  many  business  firms  have  you  seen  drying 
up  because  zest  and  a  sense  of  romance  have  been 
lost?  I  am  thinking  now  of  a  restaurant  in  a 
town  of  fair  size.  A  few  years  ago  the  restaurant 
was  crowded,  but  lately  there  have  been  many 
empty  tables  at  meal  time,  though  the  town  itself 
has  shared  in  the  tremendous  business  pick-up  of 
the  past  two  years.  Why  should  the  trade  of 
that  restaurant  go  down,  while  other  eating  places 
were  on  the  make?  I  determined  to  find  out,  and 
I  did.  The  explanation  is  found  in  the  attitude 
of  the  proprietor. 

"I  had  a  good  time  here  for  a  while,"  he  said, 
"but  you  know  yourself  that  a  man  can't  keep 
on  being  interested  in  dishing  up  a  lot  of  soup 
and  truck  for  people  to  swallow.  What's  the 
sense  in  my  giving  my  life  to  that  kind  of  thing?" 

What's  the  sense  in  it?  Of  all  the  hundreds 
of  ways  in  which  men  and  women  earn  their 
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livings,  the  production  of  food  and  the  prepara- 
tion of  food  are  the  most  essential.  The  world 
could  get  on,  and  it  has  got  on,  without  swift 
transportation.  It  could  get  on,  and  it  has  got 
on,  without  complicated  machinery  and  without 
scores  and  hundreds  of  complicated  business  proc- 
esses. But  the  world  could  not  get  on,  and 
never  has  got  on,  without  food.  Suppose  the 
restauranteur  had  kept  that  fact  in  mind?  Sup- 
pose he  had  continued  to  visualize  himself  as  a 
man  performing  an  essential  service,  do  you  think 
his  trade  would  have  left  him?  I  do  not  think  so. 
But  he  lost  first  his  sense  of  romance,  then  his 
trade. 

How  many  homes  have  you  seen  degenerating 
into  rather  dreary  places  because  romance  has 
been  allowed  to  die?  The  husband  accepts  his 
wife  as  a  sort  of  useful  household  fixture;  she 
accepts  him  as  a  no  longer  interesting,  yet  neces- 
sary part  of  the  home.  They  are  fond  enough  of 
each  other,  dependent  upon  each  other,  but  gaiety 
and  joy  have  gone  out  of  their  lives.    They  are 
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just  two  gray  persons  living  out  a  gray  home  life. 
It  was  not  always  like  that,  but  it  will  be  like  that 
from  now  on  unless  one  or  the  other  breaks 
through  the  crystallized  routine  and  revives  ro- 
mance. A  return  to  the  spirit  that  motivated 
them  when  each  delighted  to  do  unselfish  things 
for  the  other  might  brighten  the  dull  lives  of  the 
couple,  as  a  room  is  brightened  when  a  shaft  of 
spring  sunlight  bursts  through  a  window.  The 
habit  of  saying  nice  things  and  of  creating  nice 
little  surprises  should  never  be  allowed  to  languish 
in  the  home.  Women  love  compliments  and 
flowers  and  other  little  gifts;  men  love  praise  and 
sympathy.  Compliments  cost  nothing,  and 
flowers,  often,  can  be  gathered  from  the  yard. 
Praise  and  sympathy  are  free. 

One  of  my  friends  found  his  home  life  losing 
some  of  its  rosy  color.  Nothing  serious  was 
threatened,  but  he  determined  that  his  married 
live  never  would  be  allowed  to  sag  into  monotony, 
therefore  he  and  his  wife  go  on  frequent  short 
trips  together.    They  have  an  auntie  who  takes 
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excellent  care  of  the  children  while  they  are  away 
from  home.  This  leaves  them  free  to  live  joy- 
ously their  week-end  excursions  to  one  place  or 
another.  Sometimes  they  try  the  tourists'  camps 
or,  if  he  is  flush  with  money,  they  treat  themselves 
to  the  luxury  of  good  hotels.  Now  and  then  they 
take  food  with  them  and  prepare  it  at  campfires. 
With  bubbling  enthusiasm  he  was  telling  us  one 
evening  of  the  good  times  they  have  while  on  these 
little  adventures. 

"How  can  you  afford  to  do  that  kind  of 
thing?"  he  was  asked. 

"My  budget  sometimes  tells  me  I  can't  afford 
those  trips,"  he  replied,  "but  my  heart  always 
tells  me  I  can't  afford  not  to  take  them.  I  love 
my  wife,  and  above  all  else  I  wish  her  to  continue 
to  love  me.  The  budget  will  have  to  stand  the 
strain." 

Home  life,  as  such,  has  no  pattern.  It  is  what 
the  man  and  the  woman  make  it,  a  reflection  of 
them,  an  expression  of  their  personalities. 

"A  man  is  the  part  he  plays  among  his  fel- 
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lows,"  says  Woodrow  Wilson  in  that  fine  little 
book  When  a  Man  Comes  to  Himself.  "He  is 
not  isolated;  he  cannot  be.  His  life  is  made  up 
of  the  relations  he  bears  to  others — is  made  or 
marred  by  those  relations,  guided  by  them,  judged 
by  them,  expressed  in  them."  And  again,  in  the 
same  book:  "Surely  a  man  has  come  to  himself 
only  when  he  has  found  the  best  that  is  in  him, 
and  has  satisfied  his  heart  with  the  highest 
achievement  he  is  fit  for.  It  is  only  then  that  he 
knows  of  what  he  is  capable  and  what  his  heart 
demands.  And,  assuredly,  no  thoughtful  man 
ever  came  to  the  end  of  his  life,  and  had  time  and 
a  little  space  of  calm  from  which  to  look  back 
upon  it,  who  did  not  know  and  acknowledge  that 
it  was  what  he  had  done  unselfishly  and  for  others, 
and  nothing  else,  that  satisfied  him  in  the  retro- 
spect, and  made  him  feel  that  he  had  played  the 
man.  That  alone  seems  to  him  the  real  measure 
of  himself,  the  real  standard  of  his  manhood."  * 


*  Used  by  permission  of  Mrs.  Woodrow  Wilson. 
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Chapter  V 

UPWARD  BOUND 

There  are  two  classes  of  persons  from  whom 
much  can  be  learned.  The  first  is  made  up  of 
those  who  are  rising;  the  second,  of  those  who  are 
sliding  down.  From  the  first  class  I  can  learn 
what  to  do  in  my  work,  from  the  second  what 
not  to  do.  Generally,  I  find  that  the  qualities 
which  bring  success  to  others  are  the  same  that 
have  made  it  possible  for  me  to  earn  a  living,  and 
that  the  mistakes  resulting  in  defeat  are  the  same 
I  so  frequently  made  years  ago. 

My  hobby,  if  I  have  a  hobby,  is  the  study  of 
human  beings.  I  can  have  a  better  time  talking, 
listening  and  learning  than  by  playing  any  game 
that  has  come  to  my  notice  up  to  now.  In  some 
of  my  writings  I  have  referred  to  myself  as  a 
collector  of  human  experiences,  my  own  and 
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those  of  others,  but  unlike  many  collectors  I 
like  to  give  my  rare  items  away.  I  can  do  that 
and  keep  them  too,  of  course,  because  of  their 
intangible  nature. 

Among  the  acquaintances  I  have  made  in  the 
process  of  learning  how  others  manage  to  rise  is 
a  young  woman  buyer  of  dresses  for  a  large  store. 
Year  after  year,  one  of  the  store  executives  told 
me,  her  department  has  scored  gains,  even  when 
other  departments  were  falling  off.  No  sooner 
had  I  heard  that  statement  than  I  determined  to 
discover  the  explanation.  Therefore,  I  arranged 
to  meet  the  young  woman  and  ask  her  how  she 
kept  sales  humming  all  the  time.  The  answer  she 
gave  me  is  one  I  like  to  ponder. 

"I  buy  clothes,"  she  said,  "that  I  think  will 
make  people  happy  when  they  wear  them,  in- 
stead of  buying  with  my  eye  on  the  amount  of 
profit  my  department  will  make." 

Now  that,  I  contend,  is  a  good  answer.  And 
that,  I  also  contend,  is  sound  business  procedure. 
Of  course  profit  must  be  made.    No  store  can 
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keep  on  operating  unless  there  is  profit  from  one 
source  or  another.  But  how  is  profit  most  likely 
to  be  earned?  By  figuring  profit  first  and  sub- 
ordinating everything  else  to  it,  or  by  thinking 
of  the  customer  first  and  profit  second?  The 
record  of  this  young  woman's  department  indi- 
cates the  latter  course  is  the  better.  There  can 
be  no  profit  unless  there  are  sales  and  the  number 
of  sales  depends  upon  the  strength  of  the  appeal 
to  prospective  purchasers.  It  long  ago  was  es- 
tablished that  the  biggest  net  profits,  in  the  end, 
come  from  many  sales  upon  which  small  profits 
are  earned,  rather  than  from  a  few  sales  in  which 
the  profit  in  each  instance  is  high.  All  the  chain 
stores  know  that  and  so  do  successful  merchants 
outside  of  chains. 

Never  have  I  seen  anyone  who  enjoyed  her 
job  more  than  this  young  woman  buyer  of 
dresses,  nor  have  I  seen  saleswomen  anywhere 
who  seem  to  like  their  work  more  than  do  those 
in  this  dress  department. 

"How  do  you  manage  to  maintain  such  a  fine 
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spirit?"  I  asked.  "All  of  you  seem  to  be  having 
real  fun." 

"We  are,"  she  answered.  "Why  not?  Every 
day  we  see  scores  of  women  leave  our  floor  with 
brighter  faces  than  they  brought  to  it.  We  pic- 
ture, in  our  imaginations,  those  women  dressed 
in  their  new  clothes,  getting  compliments  from 
husbands  and  boy  friends,  enjoying  themselves 
thoroughly  because  we  were  able  to  sell  them  the 
kind  of  clothes  in  which  they  look  best.  We 
women  love  nice  clothes,  you  know,  and  you 
men  love  to  see  us  well-dressed.  Therefore,  here 
in  this  department  we  think  of  ourselves  as  pleas- 
ing both  women  and  men.  I'll  bet  we  have 
contributed  to  many  a  romance  and  to  the  hap- 
piness of  many  a  married  couple!" 

A  splendid  philosophy  for  the  head  of  any 
department  of  any  store!  Anyone  can  sell  if  he 
or  she  feels  that  way  about  the  product.  If  it 
is  something  to  make  people  more  healthy,  more 
comfortable,  more  beautiful,  more  secure,  hap- 
pier, couldn't  you  let  yourself  go  in  selling  it? 
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Another  department -store  story  has  just  come 
to  me.  This  one  is  about  a  young  man  of  whom 
the  boss  expects  big  things. 

"Yes,  sir,  that  boy  is  sure  to  rise!"  the  boss 
said  to  me. 

"How  do  you  know?" 

"I  can  see  it  in  his  eyes.  They  sparkle  when 
he  is  at  work.  He  has  zeal  for  his  job  and  joy  in 
it.  Recently  I  heard  that  on  his  days  off  he 
visits  other  stores  in  our  line,  studies  their  dis- 
plays, gets  ideas  for  use  in  his  own  work.  A  good 
many  stores,  as  you  know,  send  their  salespeople 
around  to  look  over  competitors,  but  we  did  not 
have  to  make  any  such  suggestion  to  this  young 
fellow.  He  beat  us  to  it.  And  some  of  these 
days  he  may  take  my  job  from  me.  I  hope  he 
does!" 

Everyone  has  encountered  the  house-to-house 
salesmen.  They  have  the  hardest  kind  of  selling 
to  do,  or  so  it  seems  to  me.  Their  work  is  what 
we  know  as  "the  cold  canvass."  That  is,  the 
salesman  has  no  reason  to  think  you  are  a  good 
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prospect  before  he  calls.  He  just  takes  a  chance. 
He  does  not  know  whether  you  need  or  desire  any 
brushes,  or  silk  items,  or  magazines,  or  books. 
There  is  no  time  and  no  way  for  him  to  get  ad- 
vance information  about  you  and  your  char- 
acteristics. Nerve,  energy  and  the  spirit  that  will 
not  collapse  under  repeated  rebuffs  are  his  as- 
sets. I  applaud  him  for  his  success.  In  years 
gone  I  tried  cold  canvassing  and  it  came  nearer 
driving  me  out  of  selling  than  any  other  kind  of 
solicitation  I  ever  tackled.  In  insurance,  in  most 
lines,  a  salesman  is  dealing  with  a  fairly  homo- 
geneous group,  but  the  house-to-house  man,  the 
doorbell  ringer,  must  take  his  customers  as  he 
finds  them.  There  is  no  uniformity.  At  one 
house  he  is  received  courteously,  while  at  the  next 
the  door  may  be  slammed  in  his  face.  But  he 
keeps  on  and  he  does  a  good  job,  for  there  are  old 
houses  that  have  maintained  themselves  by  his 
efforts.  I  like  him,  enjoy  having  him  call,  enjoy 
"kidding"  him,  trying  to  trip  him  by  advancing 
objections  he  had  not  anticipated  and  not  met  in 
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his  course  of  instruction.  Usually  I  find  him 
nimble- witted. 

Last  winter  I  saw  one  of  the  doorbell  boys 
working  in  a  territory  that  seemed  to  me 
unpromising. 

"You  must  find  the  going  pretty  rough  around 
here,"  I  said  to  him. 

"Me?  No,  sir.  I  took  this  territory  because 
I  thought  it  looked  good  and  it  is  good." 

"How  can  that  be?" 

"You  say  you  sell  life  insurance?"  he  asked. 
"Well,  suppose  you  found  a  place  that  no  other 
life  insurance  man  had  worked,  wouldn't  it  look 
good  to  you?  This  territory  has  been  passed  up 
by  all  the  men  in  my  line  because  they  thought 
it  was  no  good.  That  left  a  clear  field  for  me 
and  the  pickings  are  fine.  I  like  to  work  new 
ground." 

Once  again  I  had  brought  home  to  me  a  lesson 
worth  learning.  I  suppose  it  would,  in  a  sales 
manual,  come  under  the  head  of  Exploration. 
For  this  fellow  certainly  was  an  explorer,  seeking 
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deliberately  for  unexploited  territory  and  making 
it  pay  in  fun  and  money.  That  spirit  of  ad- 
venture, that  kind  of  sales  courage,  seems  to 
mark  him  as  on  his  way  up. 

*       +       *       »       • 

It  was  more  than  a  year  ago  that  an  ex-prisoner 
called  to  see  me  one  Saturday  morning.  He  had 
served  his  time,  five  years  as  I  recall  it,  and  now 
was  seeking  work.  I  gave  him  a  few  suggestions 
and  some  money  to  tide  him  over  until  he  could 
locate  a  job.  The  following  Saturday  he 
returned. 

"What  luck?"  I  asked. 

"Rotten!"  he  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  resent- 
ment. "They've  all  got  it  in  for  me.  I  argued 
with  them,  told  them  how  much  I  need  work 
and  all  that  kind  of  thing,  but  it's  no  use!  No- 
body is  going  to  hire  me!" 

What  a  statement!  Four  errors  admitted  be- 
fore I  could  stop  him.  First,  resentment. 
Second,  belief  that  people  had  it  in  for  him. 
Third,    arguing    with    prospective    employers, 

I QO 


UPWARD  BOUND 

Fourth,  making  a  personal  appeal  instead  of  pre- 
senting his  qualifications  for  the  jobs  he  tried  to 
get.  One  by  one  I  went  over  these  points  with 
him. 

"You  have  got  to  win  your  way  back  into 
good  standing,"  I  said  to  him.  "Win  it  by  hard, 
honest  work.  You  can't  argue  your  way  back. 
People  haven't  got  it  in  for  you,  but  they  do  feel 
that  you  are  on  trial.  Not  a  court  trial  this  time, 
but  a  trial  in  the  world  of  competitive  work. 
If  I  were  in  your  shoes,  I'd  go  out  pleasantly,  not 
resentfully,  for  no  trait  arouses  antagonism  more 
quickly  than  resentment.  Don't  be  humble  in 
the  sense  of  fawning,  but  realize  that  you  must 
prove  yourself  worthy  to  work  alongside  of 
others  who  have  been  luckier  than  you,  or  who 
exercised  better  self-control  and  better  sense  in 
the  face  of  temptation.  I  do  not  know  much 
about  the  trouble  you  got  into  and  I  do  not  care 
to  know  more.  What  I  am  concerned  with  now 
is  your  present,  not  your  past.  At  the  moment 
you  need  a  good  job  more  than  you  need  vindica- 
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tion.  That  will  come  later,  when  you  have  made 
good  at  the  job." 

We  talked  for  an  hour  or  more,  and  as  our 
conversation  developed  I  became  increasingly 
certain  that  the  man  was  honest  at  heart  and  that 
he  had  ability.  I  did  so  earnestly  wish  to  see  him 
start  the  climb  back  to  normal  status  in  life  that 
I  offered  him  all  the  time  I  had  and  all  the  as- 
sistance I  could  give.  Before  we  parted  he  said 
he  thought  he  knew  what  I  had  in  mind.  Yes, 
he  was  positive  he  had  been  unwise  in  his  method 
of  seeking  employment. 

Time  passed,  and  I  wondered  about  him.  He 
had  reported  to  me  when  he  found  work,  but 
that  was  all.  Then  one  day  he  came  again  to 
see  me  and  I  knew  at  first  look  that  things  were 
breaking  nicely  for  him. 

"Mr.  Young,"  he  said,  "Fm  happy  for  the  first 
time  since  I  grew  up.  Fm  proud  of  my  job  and 
grateful  for  it;  my  associates  seem  to  have  for- 
gotten about  my  past.  Fm  coming  back  and  it  is 
the  most  thrilling  thing  I  ever  did!" 
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So  long  as  he  holds  to  that  viewpoint,  there 
is  not  much  doubt  as  to  the  way  he  is  headed. 
***** 

"What  should  a  fellow  do  about  his  rivals?"  a 
twenty-year-old  boy  asked  me. 

"What  kind  of  rivals?" 

"I  mean  the  other  clerks  in  the  store.  It  makes 
me  sick  to  see  them  grabbing  all  the  best  cus- 
tomers and  beating  me  out  in  sales  records 
every  week.  I'd  like  to  wring  their  necks,  but 
I  guess  that  wouldn't  get  me  anywhere,  either. 
What  would  you  do  if  you  were  in  my  place?" 

"If  I  were  in  your  place  and  had  your  attitude, 
I  know  exactly  what  I  would  do.  I  would  praise 
my  rivals." 

"Praise  them!" 

"Just  that.  The  first  thing  you  must  do  is  get 
rid  of  envy.  It  does  not  hurt  your  competitors 
for  you  to  envy  them.  It's  you  who  are  the 
victim.  Envy  gets  you  all  gummed  up  inside  so 
that  you  cannot  do  your  best.  Throw  it  out  of 
your  system!     Go  to  one  of  your  'rivals'  as  you 
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call  your  fellow  clerks — and  you  are  wrong 
there,  too — the  next  time  he  makes  a  big  sale 
and  compliment  him.  Do  that  openly,  frankly 
and  mean  it,  if  you  can.  If  you  can't  mean  it 
the  first  time,  keep  on  trying.  After  a  while  you 
will  develop  to  the  point  where  you  really  do 
take  joy  in  the  success  of  others." 

"What  a  dose!" 

"But  you  need  to  swallow  it." 

"How  do  you  know  that  kind  of  thing  is  good 
for  a  fellow?" 

"Because  I  have  tried  it.  I  used  to  feel  as  you 
do  now,  but  I  got  rid  of  that  kind  of  disastrous 
emotional  junk  by  congratulating  my  competi- 
tors, when  they  beat  me.  I  did  it  time  and  again 
and  now  when  I  do  it,  I  mean  it." 

Six  months  passed  and  I  saw  the  boy  again. 

"It's  working!"  he  said.  "Those  fellows  had 
me  on  the  spot  when  I  came  to  see  you,  but  now 
they  seem  to  like  me.  They  are  giving  me  plenty 
of  breaks  and  I'm  working  my  head  off." 

"Your  sales  records  are  going  up?" 
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"I'll  say  they  are,  and  so  am  I.     The  boss 

sent  for  me  last  week  and  told  me  I  was  doing 

fine!" 

»         *         »         *         * 

A  friend  of  mine  who  works  for  a  subscription 
book  house  told  me  an  interesting  story.  They 
started  a  new  salesman  on  the  road,  a  young  man 
who  seemed  a  bit  reserved  to  them,  but  had  other 
qualities  they  liked.  They  asked  him  for  daily 
reports,  which  he  submitted.  Within  a  few 
weeks  they  began  to  notice  a  singular  feature  in 
those  reports.  For  the  first  day,  or  two  days,  in 
a  new  community  the  salesman  reported  almost 
no  sales,  frequently  none  at  all.  But  let  a  few 
days  pass  and  his  sales  jumped  away  up.  This 
kind  of  thing  happened  so  frequently  that  his 
boss  determined  to  get  the  explanation  the  next 
time  the  salesman  came  in  to  the  home  office. 

"What  do  you  do  with  your  first  two  or  three 
days  in  a  new  town?"  the  boss  asked. 

"I  spend  them  looking  up  all  the  facts  I  can 
find  about  my  prospects.     It  helps  a  lot  if  you 
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know  something  about  a  man  and  his  family 

before  you  try  to  sell  him  some  books." 

No  wonder  that  young  fellow  succeeded  with 

his  work.    He  was  willing  to  till  the  ground  first 

and  sow  very  carefully  before  attempting  to  reap 

the  harvest.     Such  thoroughgoing  methods  are 

bound  to  succeed  in  any  worthwhile  undertaking. 
*  *  *  *  * 

In  the  course  of  a  recent  lecture  tour  I  came 
upon  an  interesting  situation  in  a  lively  town  of 
perhaps  twenty-five  thousand  inhabitants.  The 
town  is  served  by  two  trunk-line  railroads,  both 
of  which  proceed  by  direct  lines  to  the  big  cities 
of  the  East,  in  which  the  local  business  men  have 
most  of  their  business  affiliations.  In  physical 
equipment,  in  dining  car  service,  in  running  time 
the  two  competing  roads  are  equal  as  far  as  I 
could  judge.  But  one  is  more  popular  with  local 
travelers  than  the  other. 

"Why  is  that?"  I  asked  my  host.  "Is  there 
some  tie-up  between  the  road  and  the  town's  early 
history?" 
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"No,"  he  said,  "there  is  nothing  sentimental  in 
our  preference  for  the  line  you  are  using,  and  it 
is  not  a  better  railroad  than  the  other." 
"What,  then,  explains  your  zeal  for  it?" 
"The  local  ticket  agent.  He's  the  most  agree- 
able and  thoughtful  fellow  I  ever  knew,  and  as 
loyal  to  his  line  as  if  he  owned  it.  Whether  he  is 
on  duty  or  not,  he  solicits  travel,  and  once  you 
buy  a  ticket  from  him  he  does  all  he  can  to  make 
your  trip  pleasant.  He  will  call  up  at  your  home 
and  tell  you  whether  the  train  is  on  time,  even 
before  you  have  asked  him.  The  last  time  I  went 
away  I  had  him  make  my  reservations.  An  hour 
before  train  time  he  telephoned  to  me  and  said 
the  train  was  fifty  minutes  late.  'I  thought  you 
might  wish  to  know,'  he  explained,  'so  you  could 
finish  your  dinner.'  Frequently  he  goes  to  the 
train  in  person  and  tells  the  conductor  who  is 
traveling,  and  speaks  to  the  porters  suggesting 
special  attentions  to  those  who  have  been  sick,  or 
to  old  men  and  women  who  are  to  board  the  train. 
He  just  makes  it  his  personal  business  to  see  that 
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those  who  use  his  road  are  shown  extraordinary 
courtesies,  and  given  every  reasonable  attention." 

"If  he  keeps  that  up  you  will  not  have  him  in 
this  town  forever." 

"I  guess  not,  but  when  he  is  promoted  every- 
body will  be  delighted.  Not  that  we  wish  to  lose 
him,  of  course,  but  he  deserves  to  go  up  and  go  up 
fast." 

On  the  train  that  night  the  Pullman  porter 
spoke  to  me  by  name,  and  asked  if  there  was  any- 
thing he  could  do  for  me.  That  set  me  thinking. 
Why  is  it,  I  asked  myself,  that  I  prefer  one  store 
to  another,  one  taxi  company  to  another?  Why 
do  I  feel  more  at  home  in  one  hotel  than  in  an- 
other? Why  do  I  go  out  of  my  way  to  eat  in  this 
restaurant,  or  in  that  one?  Usually  it  is  because 
an  employee  or  a  proprietor  has  gone  out  of  his 
way  to  be  pleasant  to  me,  to  show  me  some  little 
attention  over  and  above  what  one  has  a  right  to 
expect.  I  spoke  of  this  to  a  friend,  and  he  agreed 
that  he  was  influenced  by  the  same  sort  of  im- 
portant trivialities. 
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"I  have  bought  my  shoes  for  the  past  five 
years,"  he  said,  "from  the  same  man  in  the  same 
store." 

"Why?"  I  asked. 

"Because,  the  first  time  I  bought  shoes  there 
the  clerk  who  fitted  me  was  attentive  and  intel- 
ligent. I  wished  to  have  a  certain  pair,  but  he 
insisted  they  might  not  be  so  comfortable  as  an- 
other pair.  None  the  less,  I  said  I  wanted  them, 
and  he  went  back  to  wrap  them  for  me.  After  a 
minute  he  came  forward  again  and  said:  *I  wish 
you  would  not  take  these  shoes.  They  are  not 
your  last,  and  I'm  just  afraid  that  after  you  have 
worn  them  a  few  weeks  they  will  not  be  satisfac- 
tory. Then  you  will  blame  this  store.'  That 
caused  me  to  change  my  mind  and  take  the  pair 
he  had  selected  for  me.  Now  that  clerk,  I  say, 
had  sense.  He  knew  that  when  a  man  buys  a  pair 
of  uncomfortable  shoes,  he  never  forgives  the 
store,  no  matter  whose  the  fault  might  be.  A 
shoe  that  hurts  the  foot  hurts  the  store  that  sold 
it." 
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"You  are  dead  right,"  I  agreed.  "Any  sale  that 
does  not  bring  satisfaction  to  the  buyer,  costs  the 
seller  a  whole  lot  more  money  than  he  possibly 
could  have  made  on  that  one  sale." 

In  the  course  of  conversation  at  a  dinner  one 
night  I  discovered  that  all  the  women  present 
bought  their  meats  from  the  same  butcher.  The 
explanation  was  that  the  butcher  took  vast  pride 
in  his  reputation  for  giving  his  customers  the  best 
he  could  obtain  for  them.  Said  one  of  the 
women: 

"He  sent  me  a  roast  one  day,  and  the  cook  was 
ready  to  put  it  in  the  oven  when  the  butcher  him- 
self appeared  with  another  roast.  'You  told  me 
you  wanted  a  good  roast,'  he  explained,  'because 
you  were  to  have  company  for  dinner.  A  while 
ago  I  got  a  kick  from  another  customer  on  a  roast 
from  the  same  beef  yours  was  cut  off  of.  I 
thought  I'd  better  be  safe  and  bring  you  another.' 
I  thanked  him  and  told  him  he  was  a  most  gener- 
ous butcher.  'Maybe  only  a  good  business  man,' 
he  said." 
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On  a  bus  I  heard  this  conversation  between 
two  men: 

"Where  have  you  been  lately?  Haven't  seen 
you  at  Joe's  for  a  month." 

"No,  I  haven't  been  there  for  a  month." 

"Doing  your  drinking  at  home  now?" 

"Not  doing  any." 

"What's  the  idea?" 

"Going  to  night  school." 

"Well,  that's  all  right  too,  but  don't  you  miss 
the  fun?" 

"Yes,  I  miss  the  fun  a  whole  lot.  But  I'm  look- 
ing ahead." 

Joe's  is  undoubtedly  a  nice  cozy  little  place 
where  "good  fellows"  can  meet  in  the  evening 
and  have  a  bit  of  a  letdown.  Here  the  little 
fellow  can  be  a  big  fellow,  conversationally. 
After  a  couple  of  highballs  or  a  few  beers  it  is 
easy  to  talk  big,  announce  rosy  plans  for  the 
future  and  tell  how  the  boss  was  put  in  his  place. 
Many  are  the  evenings  I  have  spent  in  this  man- 
ner but  I  always  noticed  that  the  next  day  my 
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brave  conversation  of  the  night  before  was  of 
little  or  no  use  to  me.  So  the  fellow  who  an- 
nounced that  he  had  quit  Joe's  to  go  to  night 
school  was  headed  in  the  right  direction,  in  my 
opinion. 

I  do  not  believe  there  are  any  short  cuts  to 
success  and  happiness.  We  must  earn  our  way  as 
we  go  through  this  life,  whether  we  shine  shoes 
for  a  living  or  run  a  bank.  Incidentally,  here  is 
a  shoe-shining  experience  which  helps  to  prove 
my  contention  that  work  well  done  will  produce 
its  own  reward. 

One  evening  not  so  long  ago,  I  was  walking 
along  Forty-second  Street  in  New  York.  It  was 
damp  and  cold  and  looked  very  much  like  rain. 
As  I  hurried  on  I  almost  stumbled  over  a  rather 
elderly  man  who  was  seated  in  front  of  his  shoe- 
shining  box.  He  laughed  at  me  and  asked  if  I 
wanted  a  good  shine.  The  neighborhood  is  usually 
crowded  with  bootblacks,  but  the  threatening 
weather  had  apparently  discouraged  all  of  them 
except  him.     I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  he 
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deserved  some  business.  So  I  allowed  him  to  go 
to  work  on  my  shoes. 

Regardless  of  the  cold  night  he  gave  me  one 
of  the  best  shines  I  have  ever  had.  He  polished 
and  repolished,  brushed  and  rebrushed  and  it  was 
plainly  evident  to  me  that  he  took  great  pride  in 
his  work.  When  he  got  through  I  asked,  "How 
much?"  and  he  replied,  "A  nickel."  I  gave  him 
a  quarter — not  because  I  am  usually  so  liberal 
with  my  tipping  but  because  his  work  was  so 
thorough  that  my  conscience  would  have 
bothered  me  had  I  given  him  anything  less. 

I  am  sure  most  of  you  have  had  experiences 
like  that.  When  the  railroad  porter  is  cheerful 
and  pleasant  about  making  up  your  berth  it  is 
easy  and  pleasant  to  give  him  an  extra  tip.  If 
he  is  grouchy  and  inefficient  you  are  reluctant 
to  give  him  any  tip  at  all.  If  your  waiter 
is  courteous  and  alert,  you  are  anxious  to 
show  your  generous  appreciation.  If  he  is 
sour  and  bungling,  he  gets  either  a  small  tip 
or  no  tip. 
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And  so  it  goes  through  life.  We  usually  get 
all  that  we  are  entitled  to,  but  even  if  we  don't, 
there  is  a  great  inner  satisfaction  in  the  knowledge 
that  we  are  really  deserving. 
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All  I  know  (if  I  may  paraphrase  Will  Rogers) 
is  just  what  I  see  happening  around  me.  In  the 
course  of  calls  I  make  upon  people  and  calls 
people  make  upon  me,  I  hear  an  extraordinary 
number  of  stories  about  men  and  women  who  are 
bound  upward  or  downward  in  the  business 
world.  Already  I  have  told  you  about  some  who 
seem  to  be  headed  upward,  but  my  thesis  was 
that  much  can  be  learned  from  each  group,  there- 
fore I  must  round  it  out  by  a  few  sketches  of 
persons  who  appear  to  be  making  serious  blunders 
which,  if  persisted  in,  undoubtedly  will  drag 
them  downward. 

On  a  number  of  occasions  I  have  been  in  the 
office  of  the  man  about  whom  I  now  shall  tell 
you.    He  has  done  extraordinarily  well  in  busi- 
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ness.  He  still  is  doing  well.  Yet  I  have  an  idea 
he  is  about  to  slip,  if  indeed  he  is  not  slipping  al- 
ready. The  reason  is  his  irritability  and  excite- 
ment over  trifles.  The  moment  he  enters  his 
outer  office  he  seems  to  become  angry  and  excited. 
He  snaps  out  instructions  to  this  clerk  and  that 
secretary  as  he  hurries  past  their  desks.  In  his 
private  office  I  have  seen  him  search  frantically 
for  a  missing  paper,  scattering  correspondence 
and  all  else  about  his  desk,  after  which  he  buzzes 
for  his  secretary,  shoving  so  hard  on  the  button 
that  the  tip  of  his  finger  is  squeezed  white.  If 
she  does  not  appear  on  the  second  he  grumbles 
and  seems  to  think  of  himself  as  badly  treated. 
When  he  wishes  to  use  the  telephone  he  jiggles 
the  hook  so  persistently  the  operator  hasn't  a 
chance  to  render  proper  service.  I  have  seen  him 
use  up  fifteen  minutes  to  complete  an  ordinary 
local  telephone  call  and,  when  the  conversation 
was  over,  slump  back  in  his  chair  exhausted  by 
his  own  lack  of  control.  He  burns  enough 
energy  in  futile  irritation  to  make  him,  if  he 
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directed  it  properly,  one  of  the  biggest  men  in 
his  line. 

Suppose  the  head  of  his  firm  ordered  him  to 
act  so  foolishly,  do  you  think  he  would  obey? 
Imagine  the  big  boss  coming  in  some  morning 
and  saying  to  him,  "I  want  you  to  make  a  fool 
of  yourself  today.  Jangle  your  nerves,  make 
everybody  in  the  outer  office  sore  by  snapping  at 
them,  break  their  morale  by  bawling  them  out 
needlessly  and  when  you  are  at  fault.  Exhaust 
yourself  by  nervous  excitement.  Atta  boy !  Now 
go  to  it!" 

If  any  such  order  as  that  were  issued  to  him 
he  would  revolt,  defend  the  workers  in  the  outer 
office  against  the  very  idea  of  such  treatment 
and  then  proceed  to  be  the  calmest  man  in  town 
just  to  show  his  contempt  for  the  outrageous 
instructions.  But,  being  free  to  choose  his  own 
course  of  action,  he  chooses  to  act  foolishly.  I 
wonder  why  certain  individuals  are  so  unkind  to 
themselves. 

A  number  of  persons,   a  distressingly  large 
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number  of  persons,  get  from  somewhere  the  no- 
tion that  if  they  play  the  social  game  successfully, 
they  will  win  bigger  and  better  jobs  quickly.  I 
am  not  speaking  now  of  that  funniest  of  all  big 
city  characters,  the  true  social  climber;  the  man 
or  woman  who  already  has  money  and  is  seeking 
to  gain  admittance  to  some  group  or  other  that 
is  thought  to  be  exclusive.  The  persons  I  have 
in  mind  are  younger  than  the  average  social 
climber,  have  no  money  aside  from  their  salaries, 
but  are  eager  to  get  more  and  use  the  drawing 
room  or  the  club  room,  instead  of  the  workroom, 
as  their  laboratory.  Now  and  then,  perhaps,  the 
social  game  works  temporarily,  but  I  have  ob- 
served more  defeats  charged  against  it  than  vic- 
tories credited  to  it.    Here  is  a  typical  case: 

The  man  came  to  New  York  from  the  South- 
west. He  has  a  fine  appearance,  some  ability, 
a  lot  of  energy  and  too  much  impatience.  He 
brought  his  wife  with  him  and  they  hummed 
right  along  for  four  or  five  years,  promotions 
coming  with  enough  regularity  to  have  satisfied 
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reasonable  and  sensible  persons.  But  the  man  was 
far  from  satisfied.  He  believed  lavish  entertain- 
ing would  speed  progress,  therefore  he  became  a 
first-rate  party  thrower.  They  formed  the  habit 
of  staying  up  late  night  after  night,  going  to 
suburban  resorts,  spending  much  more  money 
than  his  salary  warranted.  From  time  to  time 
most  bosses  invite  members  of  their  staffs  to  their 
homes,  without  any  expectation  of  being  enter- 
tained in  return.  But  when  this  man  and  his 
wife  were  invited  out  by  a  boss,  they  returned 
the  courtesy  with  interest. 

"I  have  warned  him,"  a  mutual  friend  told  me, 
"but  he  will  not  listen.  He  says  contacts  are  what 
count  in  New  York  and  the  best  way  to  make 
them  is  over  the  cocktail  glasses  and  on  the  dance 
floors." 

"How  is  his  plan  working?"  I  asked. 

"I  don't  know  for  sure,  but  I  have  my  opinion. 
The  last  time  I  saw  him  he  seemed  worried  and 
asked  me  to  lend  him  a  couple  of  hundred  dol- 
lars.   Said  he  had  to  have  it  to  make  some  pay- 
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merits  on  current  bills.  'Only  for  a  month  or 
two/  he  urged.  'After  that  Fm  sure  I'll  have 
another  raise.  We  had  the  Old  Man  out  to  see 
us  last  week  and  did  we  put  on  a  party  for  him! 
I'll  bet  he  never  forgets  that  one!'  " 

"Probably  he  will  not,"  I  suggested. 

"I'm  afraid  you  are  right,"  concluded  my 

friend. 

***** 

Through  their  daily  actions  many  individuals 
are  downward  bound  without  being  fully  aware 
of  it.  How  helpful  it  would  be  if  we  could  only 
see  ourselves  as  others  see  us!  At  home,  in  busi- 
ness and  in  social  affairs  every  display  of  a  bad 
disposition  shoves  us  just  a  little  further  down 
the  slope  of  failure. 

If  you  want  to  get  a  true  line  on  a  man,  in- 
quire about  him  from  someone  in  the  office  where 
he  works.  One  day  I  was  talking  with  the  secre- 
tary of  a  client  of  mine  whom  I  was  waiting  to 
see.  A  fellow  came  bustling  through  the  office 
as  if  he  owned  the  place.    Just  to  find  out  where 
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he  stood  with  the  office  force  I  decided  to  make 
a  few  inquiries  about  him. 

"Who  is  that,  the  new  head  of  your  organiza- 
tion?" 

"I  hope  not,"  the  secretary  replied. 

"Why,  what's  the  matter  with  him?" 

"Oh,  well,  I  am  sure  he  is  a  brilliant  man  and 
all  that  but  he  hasn't  got  his  workers  with  him. 
When  one  of  the  big  bosses  comes  in  he  is  all 
smiles  and  manners,  but  when  he  is  dealing  with 
us  he  is  positively  brutal.  He  storms  around  as 
if  we  were  stupid  animals.  We  hate  him  and 
hope  that  one  of  these  days  he  will  get  the  air." 

What  chance  has  a  man  for  success  if  his  or- 
ganization is  against  him?  He  may  think  he  is 
in  with  the  bosses  and  may  thrive  for  a  time  but 
in  the  long  pull  he  must  depend  upon  those  under 
him.  Their  willing  co-operation  is  the  founda- 
tion for  continued  success.  The  executive  who 
does  not  realize  this  and  who  does  not  cultivate 
good  will  as  he  goes  along  will  find  it  very  diffi- 
cult to  make  lasting  progress. 
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"See  that  fellow  over  there?"  asked  a  business 
acquaintance  of  mine. 

"Yes,  I  see  him.    What  of  it?" 

"I  wish  you  would  talk  to  him  some  time. 
Maybe  you  can  do  something  for  him — and 
for  us." 

"Tell  me  what  is  wrong  with  him." 

"He  is  all  right  in  a  way.  Does  pretty  good 
work.  But  he  never  seems  to  feel  well  or  happy. 
Always  has  a  headache  or  a  cold,  or  is  just  up 
from  a  sleepless  night,  or  something.  I  never 
saw  a  man  who  thought  so  continually  of  his 
own  little  wees  and  I  doubt  if  any  one  of  them 
is  real.  He  has  become  a  sort  of  nuisance  to  the 
office  force.  This  morning  when  he  came 
through  the  door  I  heard  one  of  the  girls  say  to 
another,  'You  listen  to  him  this  time.  He  has 
unloaded  on  me  for  the  past  week.'  " 

"He  has  the  worrying  habit,  has  he?" 
"Yes,  and  you  used  the  right  word — habit. 
That's  all  it  is.     I  am  getting  pretty  tired  of  his 
glooming  all  over  the  place." 
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"Why  not  suggest  to  him  that  he  set  aside  a 
certain  hour  each  day  as  the  time  for  his  gloom- 
ing and  get  it  all  out  of  his  system  at  once?" 

"If  I  told  him  to  do  that,  he'd  be  sure  to  come 
to  me  and  complain  that  someone  interrupted 
him  in  the  midst  of  his  misery." 

"Then  tell  him  the  story  about  the  man  who 
hired  a  fellow  to  do  his  worrying  for  him  and 
when  someone  asked  the  first  man  how  on  earth 
he  would  raise  money  enough  to  pay  his  worrier, 
he  replied,  'That's  one  of  the  things  he's  got  to 
worry  about.5  " 

"That  wouldn't  do  any  good  either,"  my  ac- 
quaintance said.  "The  poor  fellow  hasn't  any 
sense  of  humor." 

*  *  *  *  4 

Recently  a  man  I  have  known  for  several 
years  called  at  my  office  late  in  the  afternoon. 
After  apologizing  for  taking  my  time  he  began 
declaring  himself  rather  belligerently  in  this 
fashion. 

"Now,  Vash,  my  situation  is  very  different 
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from  that  of  the  average  troubled  visitor  to  your 
office.  I  am  not  out  of  a  job  or  out  of  money. 
I  haven't  been  out  on  a  spree  and  I  am  not  having 
trouble  with  my  wife.  Therefore  it  is  going  to 
take  more  than  a  pat  on  the  back  and  telling  me 
to  cheer  up  and  that  everything  will  work  out 
fine.  I  am  in  a  peculiar  sort  of  jam  and  it  is 
going  to  require  more  than  a  dose  of  Pollyanna 
talk  to  get  me  out  of  it." 

Of  course  I  told  him  to  go  ahead  and  get  his 
troubles  off  his  chest. 

"I  feel  absolutely  licked,"  he  confessed.  "There 
is  no  more  fight  left  in  me.  I  have  a  good  job 
but  I  hate  it.  I  have  to  drive  myself  into  every- 
thing I  do.  I  don't  get  the  kick  out  of  my  work 
I  used  to  and  I  feel  like  a  thief  every  time  my 
salary  check  is  handed  me." 

"That  is  the  most  amazing  statement  I  ever 
heard  from  a  young  man  in  your  position,"  I 
told  him.  "You  should  be  ashamed  of  yourself 
for  entertaining  such  an  outlook  on  life  with  all 
the  things  you  have  to  be  grateful  for." 
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"I  am  ashamed  of  myself  but  that  does  not 
solve  my  problem.  I  loathe  my  job  but  I  can't 
afford  to  give  it  up." 

"You  should  say,  you  can't  afford  to  go  on 
hating  it  and  holding  it.  You  should  either  make 
yourself  like  it  or  quit." 

"If  you  did  not  have  much  money  ahead, 
would  you  throw  up  a  good  job  with  some  real 
pay  to  it?" 

"I  would  if  that  were  necessary  for  my  own 
development  and  peace  of  mind.  I  can  go 
further  and  tell  you  that  I  did  that  very  thing 
several  years  ago  when  I  came  face  to  face  with 
a  situation  not  unlike  yours.  I  had  the  same 
guilty  feeling  toward  my  employer  because  I  did 
not  feel  that  I  was  giving  a  good  run  for  the 
salary  I  was  receiving.  I  had  to  choose  between 
being  the  real  article  with  myself  or  continuing 
to  sail  under  false  colors.  I  had  to  choose  be- 
tween certain  defeat  and  possible  victory  and  I 
took  a  chance  on  the  victory  by  resigning  my 
job.     I  had  no  money.     My  wife  and  I  could 
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not  have  lived  two  months  on  what  I  had  saved 
but  something  had  to  be  done.  I  had  come  to  a 
crisis  in  my  life.  You  have  come  to  one  in  yours. 
The  time  of  crises  is  the  time  for  action.  You 
either  act  and  perhaps  win,  or  you  do  not  act  and 
probably  lose." 

"But  how  did  you  stand  the  period  of  agony 
when  you  were  getting  started  in  something 
else?" 

"Period  of  agony!  It  was  anything  but  that. 
It  was  a  thrilling  adventure,  a  glorious  fling  at 
life.  It  was  the  first  time  I  ever  had  been  ab- 
solutely kind  to  myself,  fair  to  myself  and  given 
myself  a  chance  to  do  all  that  I  could  do.  I  had 
been  a  plodder.  I  became  an  adventurer.  I  had 
hated  my  work,  but  suddenly  I  found  it  fas- 
cinating. I  threw  myself  without  reserve  into 
the  romantic  task  of  making  good.  One  bad 
habit  after  another  I  conquered,  and  if  you  want 
to  experience  real  joy,  begin  fighting  your  bad 
habits,  cultivating  good  ones  and  get  the  feel 
of  the  upward  swing.    I  had  more  bad  habits,  I 

126 


DOWNWARD  BOUND 

believe,  than  you  have,  but  no  more  ability  or 
strength  or  time.  All  of  us,  of  course,  have 
exactly  the  same  amount  of  time  each  day  in 
which  to  do  our  working  or  our  worrying,  our 
climbing  or  our  slipping.  Do  you  know  what 
some  military  men  say  made  Grant  a  truly  great 
general?  It  was  the  fact  that  he  never  was  licked 
for  more  than  twelve  hours  at  a  time." 

"When  you  started  out  on  the  new  life,"  my 
caller  asked,  "had  you  been  defeated  time  and 
again?" 

"Time  and  time  again!" 

"Well,  you  got  away  with  it,  but  I  can't." 

"Why  not?" 

"Because  I  haven't  the  nerve,  or  the  faith,  or 
the  spirit  of  adventure  or  whatever  it  takes  to 
dive  off  the  deep  end." 

"Even  when  you  know  you  have  come  to  a 
crisis  in  your  life?" 

"Not  then,  or  any  other  time.  Your  way  was 
all  right  for  you,  but  as  for  me,  I  believe  I'll 
wait  and  see  if  things  won't  begin  to  break  right 
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without  taking  so  much  risk.     That's  possible, 
isn't  it?" 

"Maybe.  But  I  never  yet  saw  a  man  get  any- 
where so  long  as  he  hated  his  work  and  had  no 
zest  for  the  high  adventure  of  living.  Think  it 
over,  please!  You  live  this  life  but  once.  Don't 
let  it  be  a  drab,  dreary,  hateful,  uninteresting  ex- 
perience, when  it  can  so  easily  be  the  opposite! 
Either  make  up  your  mind  to  give  your  employer 
value  received  or  quit  your  job — regardless  of 
what  happens." 

*  *  *  *  * 

In  a  restaurant  today  at  noon  I  saw  three  men 
who,  perhaps,  should  be  discussed  in  this  chapter. 
One  of  them  was  a  food  stuffer,  quite  disgust- 
ingly so.  Surely  he  cannot  work  effectively  after 
that  kind  of  eating.  Another  was  a  nervous 
smoker  who  consumed  five  or  six  cigarettes  be- 
fore leaving  the  table.  The  third  seemed  over- 
come with  sleepiness  and  I  heard  him  say  he  never 
was  in  bed  before  midnight.  Their  stories  I  can- 
not relate,  because  I  never  saw  any  one  of  the 
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three  before.  Yet  I  wonder  about  them  and 
which  way  they  are  heading.  And  in  an  elevator 
this  afternoon  I  saw  another  man  about  whom 
I  wonder.  I  had  boarded  the  car  high  up  in  the 
building.  The  signal  light  indicated  someone 
wished  to  go  down  from  the  fifteenth  floor.  The 
operator  stopped  the  car  there  and  a  man,  ob- 
viously drunk,  got  in.  Seemingly  he  had  in- 
tended to  go  up,  for  he  shouted  at  the  operator: 
"Hey!  Which  way  am  I  going?" 
"Down,"  answered  the  operator. 
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"In  proportion  to  the  development  of  his  own 
personality,"  says  John  Stuart  Mill,  "each  person 
becomes  more  valuable  to  himself,  and  is  there- 
fore capable  of  being  more  valuable  to  others. 
There  is  a  greater  fullness  of  life  about  his  own 
existence,  and  when  there  is  more  life  in  the  units 
there  is  more  life  in  the  mass  which  is  composed 
of  them.  .  .  ." 

That  is  just  what  I  have  had  in  mind  through- 
out the  preparation  of  this  book.  How  can  I 
help  another  if  I  myself  am  helpless?  If  I  dis- 
sipate my  own  abilities,  gum  up  my  men- 
tal operations  with  negative  and  destructive 
thoughts,  becloud  my  outlook  on  life  with 
gloom,  employ  my  sense  of  compassion  in  self- 
pity,  loiter  away  my  time,  waste  my  money,  how 
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can  I  be  worth  much  either  to  myself  or  to  any 
one  else? 

In  common  with  other  run-of-the-road  hu- 
man beings  I  have  had,  since  early  in  life,  a  desire 
to  be  worth  while;  yet  for  many  years  I  was 
worthless.  I  wondered,  worried  and  grieved. 
Now  and  then  hope  would  spring  afresh  but  it 
was  not  supported  by  faith,  and  when  there  came 
to  me  an  occasional  bit  of  faith,  it  in  turn  was 
not  supported  by  directed  effort.  I  would  see 
persons  shivering  in  the  cold  and  wish  they  might 
be  warmed,  or  children  looking  through  store 
windows  at  food  within,  and  think  what  a  fine 
thing  it  would  be  to  give  them  something  to  eat. 
But  I  had  no  way  to  warm  the  freezing  or  to  feed 
the  hungry,  because  I  had  not  solved  my  personal 
and  individual  problems.  I  would  meet  a  drinker, 
a  spendthrift,  a  rudderless  person  and  see  clearly 
that  something  was  needed  to  save  him  from  his 
mistaken  ways;  yet,  being  myself  a  drinker,  a 
spendthrift,  a  rudderless  person,  what  power  did 
I  have?    The  blind  cannot  lead  the  blind. 
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For  upward  of  twenty-five  years  I  was  a  lia- 
bility instead  of  an  asset  to  myself  and  to  others: 
to  myself,  therefore  to  others.  But  finally  I 
awoke  from  my  stupidity.  I  was,  if  you  like  an 
old-fashioned  expression,  "converted."  That 
word  means,  among  other  things,  "to  turn 
about."  I  did  turn  about.  Said  I  to  myself: 
"You  have  been  a  plain,  ordinary  garden  variety 
of  fool.  You  never  have  worked  out  any  kind 
of  co-operation  between  your  heart  and  your 
mind.  You  never  have  worked  out  any  kind  of 
co-operation  between  your  desires  and  your 
actions.  You  have  been  giving  to  your  con- 
science sickly  doses  of  wishful  thinking,  when 
much  stronger  medicine  was  needed.  You  wish 
to  be  kind  to  others?  Then  first  be  kind  to  your- 
self!" 

With  the  help  of  religion,  with  the  help  of 
common  sense,  with  the  help  of  friends  who 
having  been  decent  to  themselves  were,  there- 
fore, in  positions  to  assist  me,  I  managed  to  fight 
my  way  back  from  the  rough  and  disappointing 
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roads  of  life  and  onto  a  main  highway  leading 
where  I  wished  to  arrive.  My  conversion  did  not 
give  to  me  any  more  innate  ability  than  always  I 
had  possessed,  which  is  just  average.  But  I  was 
able  to  accomplish  vastly  more  because  I  had 
learned  to  control,  direct  and  develop  my 
humble  capacities.  In  the  light  of  my  own  expe- 
rience, and  in  the  light  of  many  years  of  close 
observation  of  my  fellow  men,  I  therefore  ad- 
vance as  a  good  and  workable  philosophy  the 
admonition  "Be  Kind  to  Yourself." 

Of  course  I  am  not  speaking  of  selfishness. 
Enlightened  self-interest  is  what  I  have  in  mind. 
You  hear  that  expression  frequently.  Last  week 
I  heard  some  one  speak  of  it  as  a  new  concept  of 
conduct.  New?  It  is  as  old  as  any  other  bit  of 
basic  wisdom.  Since  the  beginning  of  civiliza- 
tion there  has  been  enough  expressed  wisdom  to 
have  saved  mankind  from  all  manner  of  woes, 
if  mankind  had  only  been  wise  enough  to  make 
use  of  it.  The  quotation  at  the  opening  of  this 
chapter  was  written  while  America  still  was  an 
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infant  nation,  and  away  back  in  seventeen  hun- 
dred and  something  Adam  Smith  put  forward  his 
striking  thesis,  "Man's  self-interest  is  God's 
providence."  That  seems  to  me  correct  if  we 
are  careful  in  our  definition  of  self-interest,  and 
if  we  place  the  word  "enlightened"  before  it,  and 
apprehend  the  full  meaning  of  that  modifier. 

What,  you  ask,  is  enlightened  self-interest?  It 
is  the  safest,  easiest,  wisest  policy  I  know  for  get- 
ting the  best  out  of  life  by  putting  the  best  one 
has  into  the  art  of  living.  Live  normally,  pos- 
itively, temperately,  happily,  helpfully,  lov- 
ingly; practice  self-control;  work  diligently; 
seek  opportunities  to  make  others  happier;  safe- 
guard health;  develop  to  the  fullest  our  talents 
whether  they  be  one  or  ten — all  of  this  is  in- 
cluded in  an  enlightened  self-interest  policy,  all  is 
implied  in  the  suggestion  that  we  be  kind  to  our- 
selves. 

"What  is  it  you  really  want  out  of  life?"  I 
asked  a  man  who  had  come  to  talk  with  me  after 
having  heard  one  of  my  lectures. 

134 


BE  KIND  TO  YOURSELF 

"More  money,  for  one  thing." 

"What  would  you  do  with  the  money?" 

"Buy  things  with  it,  of  course." 

"What  good  would  the  things  do  you?" 

"Make  me  happier." 

"Now,"  I  said,  "we  are  getting  down  to  fun- 
damentals. What  you  really  wish  for  is  happi- 
ness. So  do  I.  So  does  every  normal  person. 
The  question  is  how  to  find  happiness,  not  how 
to  make  money.    Is  that  right?" 

"Yes,  I  suppose  it  is.  But  who  can  tell  how 
to  find  happiness?" 

"I  can  tell  you  how  I  found  it.  For  me,  hap- 
piness came  from  prayer  to  a  kindly  God,  faith  in 
a  kindly  God,  love  for  my  fellow  man,  and  doing 
the  very  best  I  could  every  day  of  my  life.  I  had 
looked  for  happiness  in  fast  living,  but  it  was  not 
there.  I  tried  to  find  it  in  money,  but  it  was  not 
there,  either.  But  when  I  placed  myself  in  tune 
with  what  I  believe  to  be  fundamental  truths  of 
life,  when  I  began  to  develop  my  limited  ability, 
to  rid  my  mind  of  all  kinds  of  tangled  thoughts, 
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and  fill  it  with  zeal  and  courage  and  love,  when  I 
gave  myself  a  chance  by  treating  myself  de- 
cently and  sensibly  I  began  to  feel  the  stimulat- 
ing, warm  glow  of  happiness,  and  life  for  me 
began  to  flow  like  a  stream  between  smooth 
banks." 

"That  sounds  all  right,"  my  visitor  said,  "but 
tell  me  the  down-to-earth  truth,  which  did  you 
place  first,  money  or  self -development?" 

"Self-development.  I  had  no  money  when  I 
began  what  I  still  think  of  as  my  new  life,  but  I 
had  the  makings,  by  which  I  mean  time,  energy, 
an  average  store  of  common  sense  hitherto  un- 
used, the  entirely  natural  desire  for  victory  over 
obstacles  in  my  path,  and  the  equally  natural 
wish  to  be  worth  something  to  my  family  and 
friends.  That  same  equipment  I  had  possessed 
all  the  time,  but  I  made  small  use  of  it  until  en- 
lightened reason  brought  me  to  my  senses  and 
gave  to  me  an  affirmative  approach  to  all  of  my 
problems. 

"But  the  point  we  were  discussing  is  happiness, 
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specifically,  your  happiness.  My  guess  is  that 
you  cannot  be  happy  until  you  are  useful,  and 
that  you  cannot  be  useful  until  you  give  yourself 
a  chance  to  develop,  until  you  make  use  of  your 
capacities  for  work  and  service  and  helpfulness. 
Action  is  the  thing  that  counts.  It  is  a  whole  lot 
better  to  do  good  than  merely  to  be  good — a 
whole  lot  better  to  do  the  right  things  rather 
than  merely  believe  in  the  right  things.  Some 
people  believe  first,  then  shape  their  conduct  ac- 
cordingly. Others  have  codes  of  action  and  if 
the  activity  is  just,  kind  and  unselfish  good  results 
are  bound  to  follow." 

"That  is  what  you  had  in  mind  when  you  spoke 
last  night  about  being  kind  to  ourselves." 

"Right.  True  kindness  to  one's  self  means 
useful  living  and  glorious  living." 

*  *  *  *  x 

In  New  York's  Central  Park  I  was  talking  one 
spring  afternoon  to  a  policeman.  Down  the 
path  ahead  of  us  we  saw  an  elderly  man  leave  the 
walkway  and  start  into  the  shrubbery. 
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"Wonder  what's  on  his  mind?"  mused  the  cop. 

In  a  moment  we  knew,  for  the  man  stopped 
and  picked  up  a  young  bird  not  yet  able  to  fly. 
Looking  about  in  the  bushes  he  located  the  nest 
and  placed  the  baby  bird  in  it. 

"Say,  that  was  pretty  decent  of  the  old  fel- 
low, wasn't  it?"  the  cop  remarked,  and  then 
added:  "But  there  are  lots  of  people  like  that, 
kind  to  birds  and  animals." 

The  elderly  man  turned  and  started  back 
toward  the  walkway.  The  earth  was  soft  from 
the  spring  thaw,  and  wet  from  a  recent  rain. 
Not  looking  where  he  was  walking,  he  stepped 
into  a  mud  puddle.  At  once  we  saw  a  changed 
man  in  front  of  us.  He  stiffened  in  anger,  his 
face  became  purple  and  he  burst  forth  in  a  ter- 
rific torrent  of  swearing.  The  cop  cocked  his  head 
to  one  side  and  smiled  as  he  listened. 

"He  ain't  as  good  to  himself  as  he  was  to  the 
bird,"  he  remarked. 

"I'll  say  he  isn't.  He  has  spoiled  his  outing  all 
right." 
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"There  are  a  lot  of  them  like  that,  too,"  added 
the  cop.  "They  blow  up  over  nothing.  Come 
out  for  a  pleasant  walk  and  go  home  mad  enough 
to  eat  the  cook." 

The  cop  was  right.  I  have  seen,  and  you  have 
seen,  hundreds  of  persons  so  unkind  to  themselves 
that  they  spoil  hours  and  whole  days  by  giving 
way  to  anger  when  the  cause  is  trifling.  The 
telephone  rings,  and  the  caller  says,  after  you 
have  identified  yourself,  that  he  has  the  wrong 
number.  That,  certainly,  is  a  tiny  thing,  not 
worth  a  second's  worry,  but  I  have  watched  men 
and  women  poison  themselves  by  fuming  over 
just  such  a  trivial  accident.  Maybe  the  boy  is 
late  with  the  Sunday  newspaper.  The  man  of 
the  house  opens  his  front  door  and  looks  around, 
but  finds  no  paper.  He  frowns  and  goes  back 
inside.  In  two  minutes  he  tries  again,  but  still 
there  is  no  paper.  This  time  he  looks  angrily  up 
and  down  the  street,  mutters  to  himself,  and 
again  goes  back  into  the  house.  A  third  and 
fourth  time  he  emerges,  becoming  more  upset  on 
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each  occasion.  Finally  he  gets  his  hat  and  coat 
and  starts  for  the  nearest  news  dealer,  but  meets 
his  carrier  boy  en  route.  The  boy  offers  a  paper, 
the  man  grabs  it,  says  something  sour  to  the  boy 
without  asking  the  cause  of  his  tardiness,  and 
hurries  back  home  ready  now  to  eat  breakfast 
and  have  it  disagree  with  him  because  he  is  in  no 
fit  condition  to  digest  food.  Sunday  morning 
breakfast  should  be,  and  can  be,  one  of  the  most 
delightful  meals  of  the  week,  but  not  when  it  is 
preceded  by  senseless  anger. 

It  is  useless  to  expect  everything  to  be  perfect 
all  the  time.  Never  a  day  passes  but  that  every 
one  of  us  meets  with  minor  upsets.  Perhaps  the 
commuter  cannot  have  his  accustomed  seat,  or 
any  seat  at  all.  Or  his  train  may  be  delayed.  The 
presser  may  be  late  in  returning  a  suit  of  clothes. 
The  milk  man  may  not  have  any  extra  cream  to 
supply  the  unexpected  order  left  for  him  in  the 
empty  milk  bottle.  The  house  may  be  cold  be- 
cause someone  neglected  to  turn  the  furnace  on 
at  the  usual  hour.    A  child  may  overturn  a  glass 
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of  milk  on  a  clean  tablecloth.  The  maid  may 
drop  and  break  a  dish.  The  husband  may  wish 
an  early  dinner  because  of  a  lodge  meeting,  and 
get  home  to  find  dinner  later  than  usual.  The 
car  may  not  start  promptly  on  a  cold  morning, 
or  snow  may  be  deep  in  front  of  the  garage.  A 
man  in  his  haste  may  shave  carelessly  and  cause 
his  face  to  smart  and  bleed,  or  he  may  be  unable 
to  find  his  shirt  studs  which  he  has  not  used  since 
last  New  Year's  Eve.  The  neighbor  next  door 
may  like  the  radio  program  that  is  your  pet  hate. 
Someone  may  telephone  to  you  just  as  you  are 
sitting  down  to  dinner.  ...  A  thousand  little 
things  can  go  wrong,  and  many  of  them  do  go 
wrong  every  day.  But,  I  ask  you,  what  is  the 
intelligent  attitude  to  take  toward  such  trifles? 
Every  time  I  face  an  upset,  big  or  little,  I  can 
accept  it  calmly,  or  turn  loose  a  flood  of  harmful 
emotions.  The  choice  is  mine.  Also  it  is  yours 
when  you  face  upsets.  I  can  be  kind  to  myself, 
or  treat  myself  outrageously.  So  can  you  be  kind 
to  yourself,  or  treat  yourself  outrageously.    And 
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if  you  choose  the  latter,  someone  else  will  be 
dragged  into  the  suffering  with  you. 

Last  year  while  Mrs.  Young  and  I  were  visiting 
a  friend  in  the  country  we  saw  a  bit  of  conduct 
worth  reporting.  Our  hostess  was  a  widow  who 
had  lived  through  real  trouble  and  now  was  seek- 
ing to  regain  some  of  her  old  zest  for  life  by  fix- 
ing up  her  home.  That  was  a  good  way  to  start. 
In  the  living  room  she  had  placed  new  silk  cur- 
tains, extraordinarily  attractive  and  bright.  We 
were  going  out  for  the  day,  but  before  leaving 
our  hostess  instructed  her  new  maid  to  wash  the 
curtains  in  certain  other  rooms.  We  returned 
late  in  the  afternoon  and  the  maid  greeted  us 
with  a  broad  smile,  pleased  no  doubt  over  the  big 
day's  work  she  had  done.  Into  the  living  room 
we  went.  But  there  were  no  curtains.  The 
maid  had  taken  them  down  and  washed  them. 
They  now  were  drying,  and  completely  ruined, 
though  the  maid  was  not  yet  aware  of  the  damage 
she  had  done. 

On  the  face  of  our  hostess  I  could  see  evidences 
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of  the  struggle  going  on  within.  By  turns  her 
cheeks  flushed  and  drained  pale. 

"You  have  ruined  my  new  curtains!"  she  ex- 
claimed. "What  on  earth  did  you  wash  them 
for?" 

The  maid  looked  aghast,  then  began  to  cry. 

"Never  mind,"  soothed  her  mistress.  "I  know 
you  did  not  intend  to  do  it.  Go  ahead  now  with 
dinner,  and  we  will  not  say  anything  more  about 
the  curtains." 

After  the  maid  had  left  the  room  our  hostess 
turned  to  us. 

"That  poor  woman,"  she  explained,  "is  the 
most  conscientious  soul  in  the  world.  She  had 
been  out  of  work  a  long  time  when  I  hired  her, 
and  since  coming  here  she  has  worked  with  all 
her  might  to  please  me.  Often  she  does  much 
more  than  I  ask  of  her.  Too  much  more,  as  you 
see."    And  the  brave  woman  smiled  ruefully. 

Now  that,  I  contend,  was  an  attitude  of  all 
around  kindness.  The  curtains  were  ruined 
anyway,   and  through   good-intentioned  error, 
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not  malice.  Nothing  could  bring  them  back. 
The  mistress  of  the  house  might,  however,  have 
let  herself  go  in  an  emotional  outburst  that 
would  have  made  every  one,  including  herself, 
unhappy.  Instead  she  exhibited  beautiful  poise, 
fine  self-control,  understanding  of  life,  and  so 
all  of  us,  including  herself,  were  made  happier 
and  better.  Naturally,  she  won  the  deep  and 
lasting  affection  of  the  maid,  who  still  is  with  her. 

That  kind  of  conduct  is  being  truly  kind  to 
one's  self. 

But  here  is  an  illustrative  story  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  page.  One  hot  afternoon  this  man 
received  a  telephone  call  from  his  wife  suggesting 
that  they  go  to  see  a  picture,  cool  off  in  the 
theater  and  then  have  dinner.  He  thought  the 
plan  a  good  one,  and  agreed  to  meet  her  right 
away  in  the  famous  Times  Square  drugstore. 
The  man  left  his  office  immediately,  though 
closing  time  was  half  an  hour  away,  and  went  to 
the  rendezvous.  His  wife  had  not  yet  arrived. 
When  I  happened  to  see  him  and  exchange  greet- 
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ings,  she  still  had  not  arrived,  and  he  was  in  a 
fussy  state,  sweating  as  if  he  had  been  plowing, 
smoking  nervously,  walking  to  and  fro. 

"They  are  all  alike!"  he  said.  "No  sense  of 
time.  Here  she  leaves  me  worrying  to  death  be- 
cause I  do  not  know  what  has  happened  to  her. 
No  message  for  me  at  the  box  office.  I've 
walked  two  blocks  in  every  direction  and  can't 
find  her.     Can  you  beat  it?" 

In  another  minute  his  wife  appeared,  bright 
and  smiling. 

"Oh,  here  you  are!"  she  greeted  him. 

"Yes,  here  I  am,  but  where  have  you  been? 
That's  what  I'd  like  to  know.  I've  been  waiting 
more  than  an  hour." 

"Why,  it  has  been  less  than  an  hour  since  I 
telephoned  to  you,  and  I  thought  you  would 
surely  stay  in  the  office  until  five.  I'm  so  sorry." 

"A  lot  of  good  that  does  me!" 

And  so  their  outing  began.  Why,  oh,  why,  do 
people  let  trifles  so  easily  spoil  their  enjoyment 
of  life? 
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The  man  upon  whom  I  was  calling  is  quite 
famous,  and  fairly  wealthy.  He  is  an  adventurer 
by  nature  and  by  profession.  He  has  been  on 
many  thrilling  voyages,  and  explored  in  strange 
countries.  Now  he  is  home,  enjoying  his  home 
life,  living  in  great  comfort.  The  family  con- 
sists of  himself,  his  wife  and  one  boy.  We  were 
talking  about  the  boy. 

"He  is  having  a  much  easier  time  than  you  had, 
I  suppose,"  I  said. 

"Well,  not  so  much  easier  at  that.  We  give 
him  nothing  more  than  the  necessities  of  life.  If 
he  wishes  more  than  that  he  must  earn  it  him- 
self." 

"That  is  an  unusual  attitude,"  I  commented. 

"Perhaps  so.  But  the  boy  is  our  biggest 
interest  in  life,"  my  host  explained.  "Some  peo- 
ple say  we  are  scarcely  kind  to  him,  but  we  want 
him  to  make  good,  and  we  think  we  are  training 
him  to  meet  life  as  he  will  find  it  later  on.  That 
seems  to  us  the  kindest  thing  we  can  do  for  him." 

"And  maybe  for  yourselves,  also." 
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"That's  what  we  hope.  We  look  to  the  boy 
to  bring  us  a  whole  lot  of  happiness  by  his  own 
achievements.  His  happiness  cannot  be  separated 
from  ours,  so  when  we  do  the  best  we  can  for 
him,  I  suppose  we  are  acting  in  our  own  best 
interests,  too." 

"I  am  certain  you  are,"  I  added. 

***** 

A  dozen  or  more  men  and  women  were  invited 
out  to  a  week-end  party  in  New  England.  The 
party  was  to  begin  with  dinner  Friday  evening, 
and  most  of  the  guests  were  on  hand  before  the 
dinner  hour. 

"What  do  you  suppose  has  happened  to  Joe 
and  Marge?"  someone  asked.  "They  told  me 
they  surely  would  be  here  and  on  time." 

When  Joe  and  Marge  did  arrive  they  were 
greeted  with  a  chorus  of  razzing  because  of  their 
tardiness.  "Where  have  you  two  been?"  .  .  . 
"Did  you  drive  out  in  a  buggy?"  .  .  .  "Why  not 
give  your  car  a  little  gasoline  now  and  then. 
Cars  go  for  it,  you  know."  . . .  And  so  on. 
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"Traffic  was  pretty  dense,"  Joe  explained. 

"Oh,  that's  an  old  one.  Why  not  run  around 
traffic  as  we  did.  We  left  town  later  than  you, 
and  here  we've  been  perishing  with  hunger  wait- 
ing for  you  to  arrive." 

"And  I'll  bet  you  broke  all  the  rules  of  the 
road  getting  up  here,"  said  Joe. 

"What  if  we  did?  We  are  safely  here  now, 
aren't  we?" 

"This  time  you  are." 

"Oh,  say,"  broke  in  the  host,  "don't  get  Joe 
started  on  reckless  driving.  He's  a  hopeless  nut 
on  that  subject." 

"It's  a  pity  there  are  not  more  like  me,"  Joe 
rejoined. 

"And  they  do  say  he  won  a  medal  for  bravery 
in  the  war!  Why  don't  you  cut  loose  with  some 
dash  and  daring  now,  Joe?" 

"Because  there  is  no  reason  to  do  so,  because  I 
don't  care  to  maim  or  kill  my  wife,  haven't  any 
wish  to  kill  strangers  along  the  highway  and  am 
not  yet  ready  to  kill  myself." 
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The  butler  entered  and  announced  that  dinner 
was  served.  The  crowd,  I  thought,  seemed  pleased 
to  be  free  of  its  losing  argument  with  Joe.  To 
me,  reckless  driving  is  worse  than  foolish,  worse 
than  unkind  to  one's  self  and  to  others:  it  is 
downright  immoral  and  sinful  and  vicious  be- 
cause it  places  in  needless  jeopardy  the  incomes, 
the  health,  the  happiness  and  the  lives  of  innocent 
persons.  Our  motor  accident  record  is  perhaps 
the  ugliest  and  most  uncivilized  manifestation  of 
American  life  today.  If  all  drivers,  or  even  most 
drivers  had  due  regard  for  the  rights  and  lives  of 
others,  or  even  if  they  had  due  regard  for  them- 
selves, our  highways  would  be  safer  and  more  en- 
joyable. The  policy  of  kindness  to  one's  own 
self,  universally  applied,  would  do  more  to  make 
travel  safe  than  all  the  laws  that  now  are  on  the 
books. 

One  of  my  friends,  a  casualty  insurance  man, 
tells  me  that  he  rarely  has  investigated  a  motor 
accident  that  was  purely  an  innocent  accident. 

"Nearly  always,"  he  said,  "one  driver  or  the 
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other  is  at  fault,  or  both  of  them  at  fault.  They 
just  don't  seem  to  mind  risking  their  lives  even 
when  nothing  is  to  be  gained  by  the  risk." 

"I  am  afraid  you  are  right,"  I  said,  "and  the 
same  thing  is  true  in  general  that  you  find  true  on 
the  roads.  People  risk  failure  by  not  taking 
proper  care  of  their  health.  They  risk  it  by  not 
doing  their  best.  They  risk  it  by  never  making  up 
their  minds  what  they  wish  to  do.  They  risk  it 
by  attempting  short  cuts.  They  risk  it  in  scores 
of  needless  ways." 

"What  makes  people  play  the  fool  the  way 
they  do,  anyway?"  he  asked. 

"I  believe  it  is  because  they  never  have  sat 
down  with  themselves,  analyzed  themselves, 
selected  their  goals,  and  planned  the  best  way  to 
reach  them.  If  they  would  pause  long  enough  to 
think  hard,  they  would  see  that  it  pays  to  be 
intelligent,  and  intelligent  action  means  the  kind 
of  action  that  is  best  for  one's  self,  as  well  as  for 
others.    Best  for  one's  self,  therefore  for  others." 

To  me  that  seems  so  clear  and  simple  that  I 
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marvel  at  the  failure  of  so  many  persons  to  per- 
ceive the  fact  that  they  are  under  practical  and 
moral  obligations  to  be  intelligent  in  their  con- 
duct of  their  own  affairs  and  lives.  It  is  not  dif- 
ficult, on  the  contrary,  it  is  easy  for  a  man  to  do 
his  best.  And  when  he  does,  he  is  certain  to  reap 
the  great  reward  of  satisfaction,  even  if  no  other 
reward  comes  to  him.  When  he  fails  to  do  his 
best,  when  he  chisels,  when  he  grabs,  he  is  certain 
to  suffer.    Says  Emerson: 

"All  infractions  of  love  and  equity  in  our 
social  relations  are  speedily  punished.  They 
are  punished  by  fear.  Whilst  I  stand  in 
simple  relations  to  my  fellow-man,  I  have 
no  displeasure  in  meeting  him.  We  meet  as 
water  meets  water,  or  as  two  currents  of  air 
mix,  with  perfect  diffusion  and  interpene- 
tration  of  nature.  But  as  soon  as  there  is 
any  departure  from  simplicity  and  attempt 
at  halfness,  or  good  for  me  that  is  not  good 
for  him,  my  neighbor  feels  the  wrong;  he 
shrinks  from  me  as  far  as  I  have  shrunk 
from  him;  his  eyes  no  longer  seek  mine;  there 
is  war  between  us;  there  is  hate  in  him  and 
fear  in  me.  .  .  ." 
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Which  means  that  both  suffer  because  one  has 
tried  to  put  something  over  on  the  other.  Con- 
versely, both  stand  to  gain  when  each  is  fair  and 

kind. 

*  *  *  *  * 

While  traveling  through  the  South  on  a  lecture 
tour  I  read  a  fine  feature  story  about  an  Alabama 
woman  who  had  refused  to  accept  direct  relief. 
She  was  young  and  strong,  accustomed  to  farm 
work.  Her  mother  and  father  were  old  and  un- 
able to  work.  None  the  less,  she  insisted  that 
she  be  given  a  chance  to  take  care  of  the  family, 
without  any  dole.  She  was,  accordingly,  given 
the  chance.  With  an  ox  and  a  few  acres  she 
started,  and  the  story  related  that  she  had  pro- 
duced one  of  the  finest  crops  harvested  in  1935 
in  that  section  of  Alabama.  Officials  and  others 
were  going  to  see  her  and  her  farm.  She  was 
being  cited  in  addresses,  and  written  about  in 
newspapers  as  a  magnificent  illustration  of  what 
courage,  noble  pride  and  energy  can  accomplish. 
She  was  rewarded  in  many  ways.    First,  she  had 
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a  living  for  herself  and  her  parents,  second,  she 
paid  the  loans  made  to  her,  third  and  greatest, 
perhaps,  she  had  the  vast  satisfaction  of  knowing 
that  she  had  won  a  victory  over  terrific  odds.  By 
doing  the  best  for  herself,  she  had  done  well  for 
us  all,  for  she  has  stimulated  everyone  who  has 
talked  with  her,  or  read  about  her.  She  is  a 
burden  to  no  one,  a  blessing  to  her  parents.  That 
young  woman  was  good  to  herself! 
»         »         *         *         * 

Be  Kind  to  Yourself!  A  queer-sounding  state- 
ment, perhaps,  yet  I  am  convinced  it  has  great 
merit.  Suppose  everyone  did  the  very  best 
he  could  to  advance  his  own  enlightened 
self-interest,  would  not  a  whole  flock  of 
problems  disappear?  Would  not  the  sum 
total  of  human  happiness  be  immensely  in- 
creased? 

"But  seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of  God,  and 
his  righteousness;  and  all  these  things  shall  be 
added  unto  you."  That  is  an  admonition  and  a 
promise  taken  from  the  New  Testament.    And 
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this  is  from  the  same  ultimate  authority:  "Behold, 
the  kingdom  of  God  is  within  you." 

The  implication  is  strong  that  we  should  first 
do  something  about,  and  for,  ourselves. 
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TODAY 

While  gathering  material  for  this  book  I  con- 
ducted a  kind  of  straw  ballot,  the  purpose  of 
which  was  to  discover  what  traits  or  conditions 
or  habits  hold  people  down.  Many  of  the  answers 
already  have  been  given  to  you,  and  many  of  the 
stories  disclosed  by  my  inquiries  have  been  told. 
Checking  back  now  over  my  files  I  find  these 
stumbling  blocks  most  frequently  mentioned: 
confusion  as  to  what  it's  all  about,  indecision, 
laziness,  disorderly  methods  of  work,  lack  of 
interest,  insufficient  knowledge,  lack  of  faith, 
lack  of  self-control,  uncongenial  occupation, 
sickness  and — fear.  Some  of  these  hampering  in- 
fluences I  have  discussed,  some  I  shall  pass  by,  but 
on  the  subject  of  fear  I  wish  to  say  something — 
and  how  I  wish  I  might  say  something  that  would 
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help  even  a  few  readers  drive  out  that  ancient 
enemy  of  achievement  and  happiness. 

By  fear  I  do  not  mean  the  apprehension  of 
immediate  and  actual  peril.  That  attitude  is 
instinctive  and  necessary  to  self-preservation. 
But  self-created  fear,  the  dread  of  something  that 
has  not  happened  and  is  not  likely  to  happen  is  a 
destructive  enemy.  To  indulge  in  it  is  to  treat 
yourself  unkindly.  "No  passion  so  effectually 
robs  the  mind  of  all  its  powers  of  acting  and 
reasoning  as  fear,"  says  Edmund  Burke,  who  also 
says:  "To  make  anything  very  terrible,  obscurity 
seems  in  general  to  be  necessary.  When  we  know 
the  full  extent  of  any  danger,  when  we  can  ac- 
custom our  eyes  to  it,  a  great  deal  of  the  appre- 
hension vanishes." 

I  have  been  a  victim  of  fear.  Many  a  night  I 
have  awakened  and  experienced  a  surge  of  fright. 
Many  a  day  I  have  been  overwhelmed  and  ren- 
dered incapable  of  a  good  fight  by  successive 
waves  of  fear  sweeping  over  me,  and  always  those 
fears  were  not  of  what  was  happening  to  me  at 
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the  moment,  but  of  some  vague  thing  that  might 
happen.  My  experience  with  fear  was  not  un- 
usual, as  I  since  have  learned.  In  the  course  of 
the  past  fifteen  years  I  have  had  presented  to  me 
by  letter  or  in  person  every  kind  of  personal 
problem.  I  have  been  asked  to  find  wives  for 
men  and  husbands  for  women;  to  buy  glass  eyes 
for  an  eyeless  man,  and  to  take  up  a  worthless 
check  for  a  depositless  man.  Poorly  paid  men 
have  asked  me  how  to  find  better  paying  jobs. 
Unemployed  men  have  asked  me  how  to  find 
jobs  of  any  kind.  Victims  of  destructive  habits 
have  asked  me  how  to  overcome  them.  But  the 
question  put  to  me  as  often  as  any  other  is  this: 
"How  can  I  get  rid  of  these  tormenting  fears?" 
Self-created  fear  is  not  confined  to  any  one 
class.  The  rich  are  its  victims  along  with  the 
poor.  Some  of  the  gloomiest  conversations  I  have 
heard  in  the  past  five  years  were  carried  on  by 
men  of  wealth  who  face  no  likelihood  of  want. 
But  they  were  as  worried  and  scared  as  if  hunger 
lurked  right  around  the  corner.    It  is  difficult  to 
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be  sympathetic  with  a  person  who  has  vastly  more 
than  the  average  person  ever  can  have,  and  yet 
indulges  in  fear  as  to  his  own  future. 

"What  are  you  worried  about,  anyway?"  I 
asked  a  man  of  means. 

"Well,  I  can't  see  ahead.  I  don't  know  what 
is  going  to  happen." 

"There  never  was  a  time  when  you  could  see 
ahead  and  know  what  was  going  to  happen,"  I 
said. 

"But  don't  you  think  there  are  dark  clouds  in 
the  sky?" 

"More  sunshine  than  clouds,"  I  answered. 

"That  depends  on  how  you  look  at  it." 

"Or  on  what  you  look  for,"  I  suggested.  "The 
past  has  been  good  to  you,  hasn't  it?  The  present 
is  good  to  you,  isn't  it?  Then  why  not  cut  loose 
and  be  happy  today?  You  are  living  now,  not 
next  year." 

If  a  man  has  health,  enough  to  eat,  a  decent 
suit  of  clothes,  a  warm  overcoat,  a  house  to  shel- 
ter him,  the  love  of  his  family,  the  companion- 
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ship  of  his  friends  and  a  job,  he  can  pretty  nearly 
make  life  what  he  wishes  it  to  be.  For  life,  over 
and  above  the  basic  necessities,  consists  not  in  the 
things  that  are  bought,  but  in  the  thoughts  that 
are  thought.  Says  Robert  Quillen,  famous  news- 
paper philosopher  and  wit:  "If  you  count  all 
your  assets,  you  always  show  a  profit."  I  believe 
that  to  be  true  in  general.  Only  in  exceptional 
and  non-typical  instances  is  it  not  true. 

"I  lost  my  money,"  a  man  said  to  me,  "became 
terrified  and  suffered  a  nervous  breakdown.  The 
future  looked  hopeless  to  me.  But  I  have  dis- 
covered a  new  world  in  which  I  can  live  happily. 
It  is  the  world  of  books,  of  flowers  and  fine 
scenery,  of  quiet  companionship  with  my  family, 
of  leisure  to  know  my  neighbors.  Never  before 
was  I  so  interested  in  other  people,  because  never 
before  did  I  take  time  to  understand  them  or 
cultivate  them.  My  financial  friendships  were 
to  a  considerable  degree  friendships  of  expedi- 
ency, which  means  they  were  not  the  finest, 
warmest  and  most  satisfying  kind.     But  since  I 
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accepted  things  as  they  are,  and  devoted  myself 
to  the  art  of  living,  I  find  that  my  affection  for 
people  is  deepened,  and  their  liking  for  me  seems 
to  have  increased,  too.  Life  is  marvelously  re- 
sourceful!" 

"Would  you  trade  your  new  world  for  your 
old  one?"  I  asked. 

"I  would  like  to  combine  the  two,  of  course. 
But  I  can't  do  that,  so  I  rarely  think  about  the 
past  except  the  pleasant  part  of  it.  I  am  happy 
today.  What  more  can  a  man  ask  than  that?  I 
no  longer  am  afraid." 

"How  did  you  get  rid  of  fear?" 

"Partly,  I  suppose,  by  losing  the  things  I  had 
been  afraid  I  might  lose,  but  mainly  by  discover- 
ing the  inner  beauties  of  existence,  by  faith  and 
by  activity.  There  was  a  time  when  I  lived  in 
the  future,  or  tried  to.  Then  came  a  period  of 
vain  regretting  when  I  lived  in  the  past.  Now 
I  live  in  the  present,  day  by  day,  doing  each  day 
the  best  I  can." 

Now  he  lives  in  the  present!  That  is  the  point 
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I  wish  to  drive  home.  That  is  the  point  I  make 
scores  of  times  in  talking  with  persons  who  are 
afflicted,  or  think  themselves  afflicted.  Today — 
that  is  the  most  important  day  of  all.  I  cannot 
live  yesterday  over  again,  and  if  I  attempt  to 
live  tomorrow,  I  accomplish  nothing  save  the 
partial  loss  of  today. 

A  young  man  came  to  me  and  said  he  was 
worried  because  he  had  no  ambition. 

"The  fact  that  you  worry  over  having  no  am- 
bition," I  told  him,  "is  evidence  that  you  do 
have  some." 

"Maybe  I  have  some  today,"  he  admitted,  "but 
by  tomorrow  it  will  be  gone." 

"Forget  tomorrow.  If  you  have  ambition  to- 
day, strive  today  to  gratify  it.  Then  when  to- 
morrow becomes  today,  do  the  same  thing  again, 
and  keep  on  at  it.  Be  ambitious  daily,  and  do 
something  about  it  daily." 

Another  young  man  confessed  to  me  that  he 
was  a  liar. 

"If  you  are  honest  enough  to  confess  that/* 
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I  said  to  him,  "you  are  honest  enough  to  overcome 
the  terrible  fault." 

"How?" 

"First,  by  not  lying  today.  Promise  yourself 
you  will  tell  no  lies  today.  Each  day  make  your- 
self the  same  promise  and  after  a  time  you  will 
build  up  the  habit  of  sticking  to  the  truth.  If 
you  never  tell  a  lie  today,  you  never  will  tell  one." 

Some  people  wait  for  the  coming  Monday  be- 
fore putting  forth  renewed  efforts.  Others  wait 
for  the  beginning  of  a  new  month,  and  still  others 
for  the  turn  of  the  season,  or  the  year.  But  in 
my  own  experience  I  have  found  that  the  best 
time  for  a  renewal  of  effort,  indeed  the  greatest 
of  all  periods  of  time  for  anything  is  TODAY. 
Therefore  I  have  agenda  for  each  day,  which 
means  for  every  Today.    They  are: 

i.  I  will  be  grateful  for  my  blessings  to- 
day. 

2.  I  will  do  some  little  act  of  kindness 
before  leaving  my  home  today. 

3.  I  will  go  forth  to  give  and  not  to  get 
today. 
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4.  I  will  be  considerate  of  everyone  I  meet 
today. 

5.  I  will  not  regret  the  past  or  doubt  the 
future  today. 

6.  I  will  not  be  afraid  of  anything  today. 

7.  I  will  waste  no  time  today. 

8.  I  will  waste  no  money  today. 

9.  I  will  give  in  to  no  bad  habit  today. 

10.  I  will  do  the  best  I  can  today. 

1 1 .  I  will  go  out  of  my  own  way  to  be  of 
service  to  a  stranger,  an  acquaintance  or  a 
friend  today. 

12.  In  all  I  do  and  say  and  think  I  will  try 
to  represent  and  avoid  misrepresenting  God 
today. 

That  is  my  guide  for  today.  God  helping  me, 
that  will  continue  to  be  my  guide  when  tomor- 
row becomes  today,  and  when  all  the  other  to- 
morrows become  the  todays  of  my  life,  so  long 
as  I  shall  remain  upon  this  earth. 

THE  END 
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BE  KIND  TO  YOURSELF 

By  VASH  YOUNG 

Be  kind  to  yourself— does  that  advice 
sound  queer?  You  are  used  to  being 
told,  be  kind  to  others.  But  may  there 
not  be  merit  in  beginning  your  char- 
ity at  home,  under  your  own  hat? 

Suppose  everyone  did  the  very  best 
he  could  to  advance  his  own  enlight- 
ened self-interest,  would  not  a  whole 
flock  of  problems  disappear?  Would 
not  the  sum  total  of  human  happiness 
be  increased? 

It's  no  ornery  selfishness  that  Vash 
Young  is  advocating  in  this  inspiring 
book.  Of  course  not.  But  how  can  I 
help  another  if  I  am  myself  helpless? 
If  I  dissipate  my  own  abilities,  gum  up 
my  mental  operations  with  negative 
and  destructive  thoughts,  becloud  my 
outlook  on  life  with  gloom  and  tem- 
per, employ  my  sense  of  compassion 
in  self-pity,  loiter  away  my  time,  waste 
my  money,  how  can  I  be  worth  much 
either  to  myself  or  to  any  one  else? 

This  is  a  handbook  of  happiness— hap- 
piness for  yourself  and  happiness  for 
other  people.  It  is  a  slingshot  in  the 
forehead  of  Giant  Despair,  a  new 
broom  to  sweep  life  clear  of  worry 
and  wrong  thinking. 

You  can  create  your  own  hell.  That's 
as  certain  as  taxes.  The  human  being 
seems  possessed  of  infinite  capacity 
to  make  trouble  for  himself.  But  that 
trouble  is  avoidable  and  unnecessary. 

He  can  just  as  well  create  his  own 
heaven,  here  and  now.    He  has  that 

(Continued  on  back  flap) 
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By  VASH  YOUNG 

(Continued  from  front  flap) 

capacity  too.  He's  the  boss,  the  su- 
preme dictator. 

Which  will  he  choose? 

Be  Kind  to  Yourself. 

This  is  a  book  to  do  away  with  self- 
made  ills;  a  book  to  start  people  on 
the  romantic,  adventurous,  kindly, 
happy  road  of  life. 

There  was  a  time  when  Vash  Young 
was  not  at  all  kind  to  himself.  He  was 
downward  bound  and  going  in  a 
hurry.  He  found  how  to  go  the  other 
way.  The  discovery  was  worth  more 
than  a  fortune  to  him.  He  passed  it  on 
to  others  in  A  Fortune  to  Share.  Hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  people  read  it, 
found  it  helpful,  a  fortune  indeed. 

Since  then  humanity  has  beaten  a 
path  to  his  door.  In  other  books,  in 
many  addresses,  in  personal  inter- 
views with  unnumbered  individuals 
who  have  come  to  him  for  advice,  this 
successful  business  man,  this  million- 
dollar-a-year  insurance  man  has 
shared  his  fortunate  message  of 
service. 

In  Be  Kind  to  Yourself  he  approaches 
the  problem  of  happy  living  from  a 
new  angle,  fresh,  important,  effective, 
the  best  yet.  Idealist  Vash  Young  may 
be,  but  practical  idealist.  He  knows 
life  at  first  hand  —  and  he  knows  the 
human  heart.  He  makes  his  points 
tell,  with  a  wealth  of  real-life  stories. 


